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SMOOTHIES 


Richard Allen 


To Steve and his mates for their help and loyalty 


Author’s Notes 


Smoothies, as a book, should do much to heal the rift 
between various factions of the skinhead cult. Between 
those who cling to the original beliefs and those who have 
progressed beyond that ffirst flush of revolutionary 
individualism. 


Perhaps ‘individualism’ is the wrong choice of word. 
Skinheads invariably follow patterns laid down by 
‘members’ long since married, long since abdicating their 
right to belong. 


One is tempted to paraphrase the ‘world’s best seller’ by 
stating that skinhead begat suedehead which begat boot- 
boys which now begat smoothies. 


If this is so then the family tree is one of marvellous 
ingenuity, of widely varying contrasts. During the 
suedehead period aggro for the sake of kicks almost totally 
vanished. Along came the boot-boys with football mania and 
a return to the days of senseless violence. They were and, in 
some areas, still are - terrace terrors. Nothing more, nothing 
less. The skinhead love of football had been vanquished and 
they sought only to destroy, maim, disrupt by force of 
numbers. 


Not so the Smoothies. Former loyalties remain but they 
have a distinctive formation. A higher echelon structure. 


In terms of skinheadism the Smooth is an upper class snob. 
An elite character. A ‘blacksheep’ with the purities of a petty 
criminal when compared to the hardened no-conscience 
crook. 


There are those in disagreement with this evaluation, no 
doubt. Just as some found my pen-picture of a suedehead 
very much against their regional definition of this cult. But, 
all in all, | believe the majority of my readers will back the 
‘scene’ | paint on a printed page canvas. 


It is for them that I say - what next? 


The opposite of smooth is rough. Do we then return to the 
Skinhead era or do we progress down a path towards self- 
determination and a loose grouping of ‘mates’ holding 
vaguely similar viewpoints without the necessity of banding 
together in gangs, mobs, crowds bent on numerically 
Superior aggro? 


That is for each to determine. The Smooth is an evolutionary 
forward step. A crawling from the slime advancement. 
Regardless of the reasoning behind this change the 
‘movement’ has, at last, a chance for survival within the 
permissive society. 


The opportunity for all skinhead ‘descendants’ to mould into 
a single unit exists. All it takes is the will and the desire to 
forget old differences, old aggravations. The image does not 
gleam brighter by senseless violence or the tearing-apart of 
railway Carriages. 


As Joe Hawkins would have said: ‘We were born on a football 
pitch and that’s where we belong’. 


And even Joe - from his cell - would have to admit that time 
does change everything, and everybody! 


Richard Allen, 
Devonshire 


Chapter One 


Arlingham looked like a sleepy village inhabited by old men 
and women. From the dual carriageway a small collection of 
semi-thatched cottages and tumbledown bungalows could 
be seen on the slopes of a wooded hill-side. Nothing more. 
No industry. No shopping centres. Just the homes and a sign 
saying: ARLINGHAM - ¥%. A discerning traveller would have 
wondered about that half-mile. And guessed there was more 
to see of the town that a mere sprinkling of homes. 


Those who lived in the immediate area knew the town did 
not really begin until the hill was crested. Until the four high- 
rise blocks of flats and the sprawling complex of Lillidot 
Manufacturing Industries came into view. Then, and only 
then, did Arlingham reveal itself as a thriving young-minded 
community. 


Its proximity to London, its port facilities and the M-2 
Sliproad link made the region a desirable one. But there was 
more to Arlingham that mere economic advantages. 


As certain Carnaby Street traders were often heard to 
remark: ‘What is Arlingham’s. today fashion makes the 
nationwide scene tomorrow!’ 


Joan Kerr had often visited Arlingham in the company of her 
husband Brian. Until recently they had managed to spend 
weekends with newly-weds Sandra and Jack Souler. 


No more! 


Getting from the bus outside the Black Swan, Joan hurried 
into the pub before any of her old mates spotted her arrival. 
She felt in need of a stiff drink - something with more kick 


than a ‘pony’. If she was to face the inquisition, the laughing 
‘|-told-you-so’s’ she had to fortify herself. 


It was early yet and the gang hadn’t put in an appearance. 
Lecherous Tom the barman eyed her speculatively and 
grinned across the counter. 


Christ, she thought, I’d even let him if he’d buy me enough 
booze. 


‘What’ll it be, miss?’ Tom asked. 


She loathed his smarmy smile, his so obvious lust when he 
fastened his gaze on her breasts. No, not even for a bottle, 
her mind screamed. She sat on a stool. ‘Gin and tonic.’ She 
avoided further contact, sank into painful reverie. 


Damn Brian! Damn his bloody passion for kinky bitches! 
Damn that tramp Vera... 


God, how she hated her hasty marriage. No wonder the wise 
men said that would result in repenting at leisure. Only, this 
wasn’t exactly leisure. This was a state of limbo - a 
suspension between murderous rage and shame. 


Paying for her drink she quickly sipped its ice-cubed 
comfort. It wasn’t that she couldn’t cope. She could. But, 
basically, when a girl conditioned herself to accept a 
cessation of liberty and gave her all to one man under the 
guise of undying love it came as a terrific shock to learn the 
truth. The bitter truth. The hard truth. 


What hit her worst was the knowledge that Brian had been 
carrying on behind her back for ages and only an accident 
had brought to light his unfaithfulness. She had accepted 
his excuses, his weariness when she wanted to make love. 
She’d catered for him and done everything to delight his 


over-sexed flesh. Right to the extent of fore-going those 
pleasures a woman needs when she feels her man reaching 
for exquisite heights of gratified release. 


What a bleedin’ fool I’ve been, she thought savagely. 
And that Vera... 
God, why her? Why that cow? 


She finished her drink, ordered another. She cooled Tom’s 
attempted ardour with a curt dismissal and returned to her 
problem. 


If only Brian had seen fit to have an affair with somebody 
better than Vera! Jesus - Vera! A fat, smelly bang without 
one single compensating factor she could find. Maybe Brian 
had discovered a hidden asset - and she couldn’t imagine 
that he was interested in the sex angle alone. But if Brian 
had unearthed a spark of intelligence, a common meeting 
ground between them, then he had accomplished more than 
any of their friends. Nobody ever took Vera for more than 
she was - cheap, easy, stupid. 


Her hand reached out unthinkingly and found itself grasped. 
She started, swung to glare at Tom. He fondled her hand, 
bent across the bar. 


‘I’ve heard about the old man,’ he whispered. 
‘Get stuffed,’ she snapped, pulling her hand free. 
‘Aw, come on... ’ 


‘Fuck off!’ 


Tom shrugged. Language like this flowed in the Black Swan. 
Nothing ever surprised him. Not drug taking, a fully 
permissive society, girls swearing on a par with riffraff 
dockers. At fifty-eight he’d witnessed changes and seen the 
possibilities develop as his lusts grew stronger. 


Joan continued to glare. It had been a mistake coming into 
the Black Swan alone. She’d been warned by her local 
mates. 


‘If you get lonely... ’ Tom said, leaving the suggestion 
hanging. 


The area left her uptight. Cold. She couldn’t begin to 
describe, to her own satisfaction, how grateful she’d been 
when Brian and she moved out and found their dream- 
abode in Blackheath. Not that that had been any great 
shakes ... 


This time she carefully sipped the drink. No, it was wrong to 
blame the flat. Whatever rows and drifting aparts they’d 
met up with there, the flat remained above reproach. The 
fault had been strictly theirs - two people in love somehow 
finding that a lack had manifested itself. 


Had she been partially responsible for the bust-up? She 
didn’t think so. She hadn’t gone offering it to others. She’d 
been adamant - no nookie without Brian. 


I’m getting stewed, she thought then. 


The glass was empty, Tom waiting lecherously in the 
background. He understood how it was - husband and wife 
separating, wife almost penniless. Wife needed liquid 
strength to carry on and barman available for supplies and 
the necessary naked shoulder to lean on, press down on. 
God, what a vicious bloody world it was! 


‘Another, Tom-boy,’ she called. 


He brought the drink to her table, poised above her. ‘I can 
put ’em all on the slate,’ he said. 


‘And?’ 


His hand touched the upper swell of one breast. ‘You know 


‘Leave me alone... ’ 

‘I’ve gotta charge you,’ he said deliberately.- 
‘So tell me the price. I’m not beggin’... ’ 

‘A bunk-up!’ 

‘You're a bastard!’ 

‘I’m hot for you, Joan.’ 


‘I’m sick of the sight of you, Tom. Ta...” She drank the mix, 
spluttered. It was stronger than the last. Mother’s ruin and 
all that crap! 


‘Where’s the bread?’ He sounded nasty now. 


‘In a bin ... where else?’ She weaved to her feet. ‘Tonight - 
maybe!’ 


He had a fast grope round her thighs before she backed 
away. He was sweating profusely. 


‘See you, Tom...’ She loft the pub, stood in daylight. 
Like shit I will, she thought.. 


CHAPTER TWO 


When the town council gave permission to tear down the 
ancient ‘Cross’ and bulldoze individually owned shops it 
committed a serious offence. Fifty percent of the members 
hurriedly banked their graft loot in London and played it cool 
when voters demanded explanations for this outrageous 
destruction. 


When Locks’ Shopping Centre opened more than one voice 
was heard to comment - ‘Bloody bastards! They’ve sold us 
out for profit!’ 


And how true! 


Joan knew the story. Joseph Lock - the empire builder - 
usually got what he wanted. Money meant nothing to him 
providing his expenditure did not, at any time, amount to 
more than half of one percent of his income. The bribes he 
paid out to get his scheme through the council were a 
pittance of his first year returns. After all, he had a 
monopoly guaranteed by a crooked council! 


Always, too, heedless of Arlingham’s co-ordinated 
protestations, the back-hander boys of Whitehall made 
damned sure that complaints were directed first to Lock and 
thence to an inquiry inspector who had been briefed by 
those with most to gain. All legal and under-board! 


As she entered the shopping centre with the Lock- 
dominated Pi/lgrim’s Inn the only pseudo contribution to a 
glorious past, Joan sensed the typical dismay of house-wives 
forced to buy from a chain that controlled every facet of 
community life. There were no bargains here. No 
competition. The Labour council had done what no Tory 


dared attempt - sent the working class down the drain of 
corruption and pocket-lining. 


Joan wasn’t interested in the verbal - but phoney - battle 
between political parties. In her estimation they both 
capitalised on the dubious ‘honour of being servants of the 
voters.’ 


What a bloody joke! 


The day any candidate stood on his own two feet and defied 
party headquarters would be a day to mark on a calendar. 
Local issues meant sweet Fanny-Adams against the national 
disease of ‘stay-in-power-until-you’ve-got-a-fistful-of- 
suckers-money’. The biggest laugh of all was the bleedin’ 
Common Market ... With seventy-five percent of the British 
people against the ‘pushers’ - Heath at the helm, of course - 
anyone voting against his party edict could count on 
‘excommunication’ and an unsafe seat at the next election. 


One thing Brian had taught her was how to recognise 
political swindles. Especially those where local prospects 
tried to make promises not to follow party lines and stand 
up for his electorate’s rights. What a laugh! 


Inside the ‘Pilgrim’ Joan shuddered. The plastic ‘oak’ beams 
didn’t appeal to her. Nor did the glarish back-bar. Everything 
had the stench of exorbitant prices with service and quality 
at a minimum. 


She ordered another gin and tonic, settled into a plush 
armchair. The cost was, as she’d expected, almost fifty 
percent more than the Black Swan. 


What am I to do? She asked herself over the drink. 


I’ve got to have a pad and a man to keep me. 


Scattering her money on the table she counted. Twenty-two 
quid and loose change. That wouldn’t last long. Brian would 
be furious when he found the flat empty, the cash for bills 
missing. They’d kept heads above water only by making 
Sure that every pay-packet was divided between envelopes 
marked GAS, ELECTRICITY, RENT, HIRE PURCHASE 
REPAYMENTS. She’d taken the lot when she left. 


Arlingham didn’t cater for lower income girls. Rents here 
were high. Nearly as high as in the London area. 


A businessman eyed her with frank disgust. She didn’t give 
a damn. She had paid for her drink; had every right to be 
here. She returned his sneering glance, felt better already. 
The kids in Arlingham had it made. They had built-in aggro 
set up by Joseph Lock’s interests. 


Her gaze switched to the opening door. She relaxed. At last! 
She automatically raised an arm, gestured at her table. 
‘Over here, Anne... ’ 


Anne North wore Levis, sloppy sweater, a tattered jacket 
decorated with slogans, and sandals. She looked about 
twenty-five although Joan knew she had yet to celebrate her 
seventeenth birthday. She had enormous, thrusting breasts, 
narrow hips and boyish flanks. She liked her sandy-coloured 
hair short but, somehow, it seemed longer now. 


‘Your hair... ’ Joan started to say. 


‘Terrific, eh?’ Anne settled into a chair and pointedly stared 
at Joan’s glass. 


‘Broke?’ 


Anne grinned slantedly. ‘Yeah!’ 


This could be the intro, Joan thought quickly. Anne lived 
alone in a bed-sitter above an old garage. She got away 
with a ridiculously low rent because she allowed the owner 
to bang her once a week. 


Joan bought two more drinks, tossed her arse at the 
annoyed businessman, faced Anne across their table 
‘Bleedin’ bastard,’ she snapped, then smiled. ‘I get up-tight 


‘Don’t we all!’ 


‘What’s new?’ Joan asked to switch their conversational 
track. 


‘Nothin’ much with me, Joan. I’ve heard about you and 
Brian.’ 


‘Where?’ Joan had to know the source of this rumour 
‘The Soulers’.’ 
‘Brian’s been to see 'em?’ 


Anne sampled her gin, screwed her face into a ‘wish it was 
beer’ routine. ‘Yeah, He blames you.’ 


Joan held back the nastiness that threatened to boil over. 
‘He screwed Vera an’ | caught him,’ she said instead. 


‘That pig!’ Anne remarked acidly. 


Two more businessmen entered the ‘Pilgrim’ and joined their 
comrade. All directed accusing eyes on the two girls, It was 
beginning to reach ‘hate’ proportions. 


‘I'll owe you for the next drinks,’ Anne said fast. 


‘Agreed!’ Joan shoved a quid across the table, mentally 
ticking off her assets as she did. 


‘You want to flop with me?’ Anne asked. 
‘lf you’ve got room.’ 


‘It could mean ...’ The other girl hesitated. They all knew 
what went on in the flat once a week although the subject 
had never been brought into the open. 


‘I’m game,’ Joan replied. ‘He can’t want more’n I’ve been 
getting with Brian.’ 


‘That’s settled,’ Anne announced brightly. 
Joan felt a load fall from her shoulders. 


‘He’s a big bastard,’ Anne mentioned with a sigh. ‘Kind, 
gentle but bloody big.’ 


‘Brian isn’t small,’ Joan laughed. 


‘Say, I’m going to a film show tonight - why don’t you come 
along. The ‘Dazzler’ will take you.’ 


Joan remembered Dazzler Black. The guy was a menace, a 
Skinhead turned suede who'd forgotten how many Pakkis 
he’d bashed, how many fuzz he’d kicked during a football 
match, how many girls he’d raped when his urges got 
beyond control. 


ʻI wouldn’t wear a sweater,’ Anne mentioned. ‘Dazzler 
doesn’t like having to struggle for a feel.’ 


Joan shivered. Dazzler be damned. She wasn’t going just for 
the sake of cheap thrills. Certainly not in any theatre. Being 


a recently separated woman didn’t mean she couldn’t hold 
out for a few weeks before she, too, got those urges. 


A sudden thought struck Joan. ‘Why did you come here?’ 


‘Tom said you’d walked out on him. This is the nearest 
boozer.’ 


‘You were expecting me?’ 


Anne smiled into her empty glass. ‘Yeah!’ she got to her 
feet, displayed the borrowed quid. ‘Another, eh?’ When Joan 
nodded absently Anne confided: ʻI figured you’d want a 
mate an’ a pad...’ 


Somehow, those simple words hit Joan in the throat. She 
wanted to cry. Didn’t. She swallowed noisily, nodded. 
Nodded again and again. She couldn’t get her tongue 
working. 


‘Christ, don’t be so uptight, Joan...’ 
‘Get the bleedin’ gin,’ Joan rasped. 


Anne walked off, smiling. She liked the other girl. She liked 
Brian better although she would never squeal. They’d spent 
a few torrid nights in her bed together - doing some of the 
tricks Brian admitted Joan didn’t care about. But that was 
top-secret information. Strictly love-making gen. The kind of 
data a woman stored inside her head and body and hoped 
that another day would bring it all ecstatically back. 


As she waited for the barman to serve her, Anne considered 
her role in the current Kerr marriage complication. She’d 
allowed Brian to bed her, teased him into other hurried 
infidelities. It hadn’t been her aim to disrupt anything 
between her friends. She’d guessed that things were 


strained. Beyond repair. After all, if Brian found excitement 
in her bed there had to be a rift where Joan was concerned. 
A great big hole when passion reared its lovely head. And 
not the hole she usually associated with togetherness! 


She’d been around more than Joan. She knew Brian as a 
sadist. A pervert. A kick artist. She’d had her share of try- 
this-ism. The first bloke to penetrate her had been bent. 
She'd never forget him. Nor the shame. 


Back at the table she set Joan’s drink in front of her and 
said: ‘After a year it'll be finished.’ 


‘It’s finished now as far as I’m concerned,’ Joan said. 
‘You're sure?’ 


‘Positive!’ 


Anne didn’t bat an eyelid. She felt overjoyed inside. 
Outwardly, she remarked: ‘That’s it, then. Bunk up in my 
pad - but be prepared for anything!’ She rolled her eyes 
leaving Joan in no doubt that she expected her new 
roommate to pay their combined rent in ‘trade’. 


‘PIL put it out,’ Joan assured her companion. ‘I’m not a 
shrinking violet.’ 


As they shared the gin and tonic both girls fought to reserve 
their cool. Anne wanted to laugh her triumph. Joan her 
sorrow. Neither expressed an emotion. On the surface all 
seemed perfectly harmonious. Beneath Anne sighed. 
‘Brian’s a bastard - but a nice one!’ 


‘You weren’t married to him.’ 


‘Was it so bad?’ 


Joan contemplated her drink. ‘Not really ... ’ She recalled 
those good days, the delirious periods of marital bliss. ‘Mind 
you, | did have doubts ... ’ She thought about sexual 
activities that had excited her whilst causing some mental 
reservations. 


Anne hid a smile. ‘He wanted extra, eh?’ 


Joan finished her drink. ‘I’d rather not discuss that.’ She got 
to her feet. ‘Can | move in?’ 


‘Sure ... ’ Anne swallowed her large gin. She’d cheated on 
Joan yet again. It would be a revelation sharing a pad with 
this one ... 


CHAPTER THREE 


Most of the local kids called their Regal Cinema ‘the grope 
house’. Some had other more apt descriptions for the antics 
that took place in the back rows every Saturday night. 


For seven weeks now the Regal’s bill had featured horror 
films with national ratings in the sub-zero excitement zone. 
Not that Arlingham’s teenagers cared. What others in the 
country did or didn’t do was no business of theirs. They 
invented - the remainder followed. 


Watching THE DEVIL’S MAGPIE, Joan practically forgot 
Dazzler’s hands and the slight increase of her heart beat 
when he ventured to explore forbidden regions. Her mind 
was totally pinned to the wide, silver screen. And the man 
called ‘Magpie’... 


‘Jeeze, ain’t he terrific?’ 


Dazzler moaned and tried to remove her bra. 
‘Chrissakes, lemme alone and watch this... ’ 


Dazzler grunted, twisted his head towards the stage. Slowly, 
as if hypnotised, his hand came off her breast, fell to her lap 
- motionless, unadventuresome. 


‘Get the gear,’ Dazzler muttered. 


Joan had already ‘got the gear’ firmly etched on her fashion- 
plate brain. Trendy was the only word she could find to 
qualify it. With a few minor changes it could become a fad. 
Or so she imagined. Yet, how did one start a fad? 


‘| like the bloke,’ Dazzler mentioned as his arm slid from 
behind her shoulders. He sat straight forward now. Intent. 


Seeped in the ‘Magpie’ lore unfolding in a series of 
technicolour sequences. 


‘Magpie’ was a small-time occultist with strong criminal 
tendencies and extraordinary delusions of grandeur. By 
manipulating several women who had come to him for 
advice he succeeded in getting a strange cult going and 
eventually ventured forth on a madness campaign which 
involved the murder of sixteen wealthy people. In the end, 
naturally, ‘Magpie’ met his personal Waterloo - but only 
when he had established himself as a sort of demi-god with 
Britain’s lost female legions. 


Leaving the ‘grope house’ Dazzler started fumbling with 
Joan’s clothes. ‘God, you’re something..’ he panted as he 
pressed her against a brick wall. A single street lamp filtered 
Shadows and fingers of illumination down the lane where 
they stood. 


Still wrapped in a dream-world situation that refused to 
accept people like Dazzler, Joan didn’t object. In fact, as the 
youth’s hands feverishly searched she yielded to impulse 
and moaned: ‘Oh, yes - Magpie! Yes...’ 


‘You really go for this Magpie, don’tcha?’ 
Joan wriggled into her dress. ‘Yeah, | do!’ She sighed. 


Dazzler yawned and sat on the bed, holding his loud socks 
up for her to examine like a prize exhibit in some multi-hued 
art gallery. ‘I’ve got a few quid to spare,’ the youth said. 


Joan inclined her head. She didn’t dislike him but there was 
something pathetically inept about his attitude to life that 
continually bugged her. He’d been a skin, a suede. He’d 
proved himself in many ways - for her, especially, in the 
quality of his love-making. He didn’t have a perverted bone 


in his body. He loved it ordinary. In huge amounts. Over and 
over again - a machine solving one of her problems now 
that Brian was no more. 


‘So what?’ Joan asked and combed her hair in self-defence. 
His nudity was getting her randy. 


‘So | know a tailor who’d cut me a suit like the Magpie’s ... ’ 


‘You wouldn’t?’ She held the comb before her face, eyes 
fixed on his frown. 


‘Bleedin’ right | would!’ His voice sounded annoyed. 


‘Sorry, Dazzler!’ She meant that. After all, he was trying to 
please her. And, too, he’d provided her with an excuse for 
not sharing Anne’s ‘rent-paid-by-physical-kindness’ flat. 


‘’S’all right,’ he muttered and put his socks on. Standing, he 
scratched his belly and grinned. 


‘You’d have to grow your hair longer... ’ 


‘Shit, I'd save loot on a barber,’ he replied. ‘Imagine me ina 
check.’ He paraded in the altogether as if actually wearing a 
‘Magpie’ outfit. ‘And with a Tam O'Shanter ...' 


Joan attempted to dress the nude youth. He had a muscular 
body with broad shoulders and heavy thighs. She covered 
his loins first - mentally - to avoid distractions. His dark hair 
and bushy eyebrows would suit check and head-gear. In 
blaring socks and the right shoes he’d cut a fine figure. 


‘lf you would, Dazzler,’ she said as a final comment. 


‘Yeah, sure ... ’ He flung himself across the bed. ‘Come an’ 
tell me what it’ll be like, eh?’ 


CHAPTER FOUR 


For all his bravado, Dazzler Black felt like an idiot when he 
entered the Duck and Fox a mile outside Arlingham. The 
gang were all there, watching him parade to the bar, ‘Man, 
it’s weird,’ young Terry Murphy remarked. 

‘Shattering,’ Dick Chester agreed with a grin. 


Dazzler forced himself to ignore the caustic comments. He 
enjoyed the way the birds eyed him speculative. Especially, 
Joan. She positively beamed. 


‘You got a crystal ball up your arse, Dazzler?’ Pete Wyndham 
asked. 


The landlord hid a smile. He’d grown accustomed to 
changing fashions but this was something out-of-his-world. 
And, apparently, the kids, too. ‘Wot’ll it be?’ 

Dazzler furtively felt against his trouser pocket. He could 
hear the crinkle of oncers. ‘Me special for occasions,’ he 
announced with some authority. 


‘Just wot is that?’ The landlord placed elbows on the bar 
counter and gave Dazzler his fish-eye stare. He didn’t cater 
to fancy tastes and he had the feeling that this kid was 
going to pull a big-deal cocktail order. 


The message reached Dazzler in time to avoid a 
confrontation with ‘mine host’. He swallowed, said: ‘A large 
rum and Coke.’ 


‘An’ fer me,’ Terry said quickly. 


‘Me, too.’ Joan took advantage of this burst of generosity. 


Dazzler glared at his mates. ‘Bleedin’ vultures,’ he said and 
tossed a quid on the bar. ‘When that’s gone buy your own.’ 


As the governor hurried to fill glasses before the bubble 
burst Joan brushed against Dazzler. ‘I like it,’ she said softly. 


‘You’re my sort,’ Dazzler told her, his fingers working her 
Skirt into a bunch as he tried for a quick grope. 


‘Sort? Sort?’ Joan frowned, deliberately pushed his hand 
away. ‘Hey - that’s kinda nice... ’ 


The youth mistook her remark for encouragement and 
reached her knickers before he discovered that the 
reference did not apply to his fondlings. 


‘I’m a Sort,’ Joan said. She glanced at Dazzler’s gear, added: 
‘An’ you’re my Smoothie.’ 


For a full minute the gang stopped talking. Even the 
landlord sensed the importance of this sudden silence and 
held his hand motionless under an optic. 


‘Smoothies and Sorts,’ Joan said, breaking the spell. 
‘Satins and Silks?’ Pete queried. 


‘Naw ... ° Dazzler gave Joan a man-in-the-saddle adoring 
glance. ‘Joan’s got it straight!’ 


A rum and Coke slammed on the bar-counter before Joan. 
She sipped it, ideas forming like crazy inside her head. ‘How 
about us birds having a special gear, too?’ 


‘Hell - no!’ Anne gestured the suggestion into the garbage. ‘I 
ain't wearin’ any bloody “Prince of Wales” check, lIl tell 
you!’ 


‘I’d look ducky in a Tam-O-Shanter,’ Bessie Law laughed. 


‘You'd look like Gilbert O’Sullivan,’ Terry grinned. He stepped 
from the bar, did an impression of the pop star tinkling the 
ivories. 


‘I’m an organist,’ Bessie shouted with a sidelong invitation 
for Pete. 


Joan shook her head in requiem. The ‘organist’ bit was older 
than ‘crying all the way to the bank’ and ‘Kilroy was here’. 
Finishing her drink, Joan nudged Dazzler, asked, ‘Buy me 
one more?’ 


Another oncer came to light but didn’t drop to the bar. 
Instead, Dazzler shielded it from sight and almost whispered 
to the alert landlord: ‘Same again for me bird.’ He paused, 
switched ‘bird’ for ... ‘Me Sort!’ 

Pete caught sight of the quid, sidled closer. ‘Lend me one, 
Dazzler?’ 


‘Fuck off!’ 

‘You’re a mean bastard.’ 
‘An’ you're a scrounger.’ 
‘I’m broke ...’ 


Joan lost interest in the dialogue. It was up to Dazzler what 
he did with his spare cash but she trusted he would 
remember that they shared a pad these days. Everything 
had gone skyhigh in price - food, clothes, drinks, smokes. 
Since Heath and his crowd got in the country had felt the 
pinch of entering the Common Market. All that shit about 
decimalisation not changing anything was so much flannel. 
Just the same as the proposal to make British 


measurements fit with the bloody French metric system 
would make the Continentals laugh and the poor Hackney 
housewives weep with frustration. 


‘You keep the loot,’ Dazzler said and shoved his pittance at 
Joan. Pete frowned, hesitated before shrugging off any 
borrowing plea. The ‘hoarder instinct’ gleamed bright in the 
girl’s eyes. 


‘’ow much, mate?’ Terry asked. 


Dazzler stuck his chest out. ‘There’s a tailor | know does me 
favours. Cheap... ’ 


‘On tick, lIl bet.’ 


‘Not flamin’ likely,’ Dazzler announced. ‘| buys me gear for 
cash!’ 


‘Wot’d you nick?’ Bessie asked. 


Glaring at the tallish girl and making a quick comparison 
with Joan’s trim figure Dazzler decided he didn’t want an 
entanglement. ‘Not your bleedin’ drawers,’ he snapped. 


Joan laughed. 


Bessie tossed her raven head. Nothing much happened. 
Certainly none of the ‘Harmony’ seductiveness. She didn’t 
have much on top - and didn’t want more. Not a flounce my 
tresses round in a laughing tribute to a stray male eye. And 
no fuzz keeping the eagle-orb on her! 


Pete nudged Joan’s hip. ‘Could you... ?’ 


‘One drink and that’s your limit,’ Joan answered. She hated 
being responsible for holding the gang’s bankroll. Before 


Dazzler arrived they’d been complaining like mad about a 
shortage of funds. Now, she was the target for every ‘just 
another beer’ merchant. 


Pete signalled for a beer - knowing that anything more 
expensive would be turned down flat. Screw it, he thought. 
l’m in the mood to get pissed! 


A light-hearted interlude took them away from the gear 
Dazzler had bought. None of the gang mentioned it again - 
not until Joan’s preoccupation with a new image manifested 
itself in a startling suggestion ... 


‘I’m a Sort,’ she claimed loudly. ‘Dazzler’s my Smoothie ... ’ 


‘I’ve got a bleedin’ smooth skin,’ Pete said as he felt 
Bessie’s upper thigh. 


‘You'll get sorted out if you go higher!’ 


Terry giggled girlishly into his rum and Coke. He wasn’t used 
to hard stuff and three-quarters of a glass on top of seven 
beers hit him wrong. ‘Lick his arse, all-Sort,’ he chanted. 


‘Wot’s your gear?’ Bessie asked. 


A heavy-set regular pushed his way to the bar, growled as 
Terry drunkenly started to push back. When none of his 
mates came rushing to his side Terry dropped the aggro and 
inched away. 


‘| fancy satins - anything smooth,’ Joan remarked as she 
kept a watchful eye on the stranger. The last thing she 
wanted tonight was a battle. This was hardly the moment 
for dropping a discussion; certainly not when it had 
assumed such major proportions. They - the gang - could be 
on the road to new adventures! 


‘I’ve got an idea,’ Pete told them. 
‘Yeah, an’ | know wot,’ Bessie butted-in. 


‘Hell, not that!’ Pete glared at his bird. ‘You're always talkin’ 
about not givin’ it but ... ° He made a gesture they all 
recognised. Even Bessie had to smile and noddingly admit 
Pete got his share without real trouble. ‘Naw, I’m thinkin’ 
about the “Magpie” ... ’ 


Joan tensed. Somehow she feared for her own designs. 
Mentally, she had created styles right down to footwear. 


‘We can’t swing into checks like Dazzler,’ Pete continued 
seriously. ‘Chrissakes, I’d be laughed outta my job.’ 


He’s blowing the scene, Joan thought. Maybe a beer would 
tone him down! She rejected that notion fast. Dazzler’s 
Small bankroll wasn’t for supplying booze galore. If her 
personality could press through a gear-change she’d need 
every new penny for getting herself outfitted. Why the hell 
didn’t | shack-up with somebody who earned a better screw, 
she finished thinking. 


‘Joan mentioned smooth clobber,’ Pete continued. ‘That’s 
fine with me - you know, jackets an’ trousers.’ 


‘Wot about us birds?’ Bessie asked. 
‘Pedal-pushers and knee socks,’ Joan interrupted. 
Bessie stared. ‘Wot?’ in amazement. 

‘Satin pedal-pushers and loud knee-socks!’ 


‘Jesus!’ 


Pete grinned, nudged Joan a second time, whispered: ‘A 
beer an’...’ 


Joan disgustedly slipped him forty pence. 


Thrusting his empty glass at the landlord Pete patiently 
awaited his refresher. His lean features had a slightly 
unshaven appearance and he didn’t seem to have washed 
away the soils of his daily labour. Normally, he epitomised 
everything suedeheads stood for - especially cleanliness. 
Tonight he felt more like a hairy. And for good reason - but 
that he didn’t want to consider at the moment. Being a 
brick-jockey didn’t appeal to him. Nor did the fact that some 
of his ‘mates’ were those whom he detested most in his 
free-time role. 


Dazzler cocked an elbow onto the bar and surveyed the 
gang. For all his faults he had a generous streak in his 
nature that slightly compensated for the sadism that 
manifested itself when they went on the warpath. Joan 
grabbed him by the balls, he thought. And how! Bessie got 
him going occasionally. Anne didn’t raise a ramrod but only 
because she affected a snooty attitude to sex. She wanted 
more than he was prepared to fork out. The bitch! He knew 
Pete was supping on his loot and he didn’t give a damn. He 
had a stake in what Pete was about to suggest. And if Joan 
figured it worthwhile to stake the labourer to a tongue- 
loosening beer who was he to decry her effort? 


‘So go on, Pete,’ Dazzler said. 


Quaffing half his pint Pete held court, conscious of the 
others concentrating on his words. ‘I’m for flares an’ zip-up 
jacket an’ hair to me collar.’ 


‘Jeeze,’ Bessie moaned. 


‘Nobody ain’t gonna make me grow my hair longer,’ Terry 
cut in with a wry grin. 


‘Suit yourself, mate.’ Pete dismissed the younger youth with 
a shrug of contempt. There had never been any love lost 
between them. For a start, Pete detested any person of Irish 
extraction. Since the Ulster problem burst into headline 
scares he’d hardened this attitude to definitely include his 
former pal. 


Something smashed at Joan’s mind. This had become less a 
discussion of fashion, more an outlet for criticism. She 
backed from the bar, fixed her gaze on Dazzler. ‘Let’s go, 
man ... ’ She left sex hanging heavily on the way she shifted 
her weight and promoted her anatomy. 


Throwing his checks in the face of sarcasm, Dazzler finished 
his drink, wheeled and took Joan’s arm. Steering her to the 
door he got in a parting shot: ‘Some people are born chicken 


CHAPTER FIVE 


From the outside, Frank’s transport caff looked like a greasy- 
spoon stop-over joint catering for the scruff of road hauling 
types. Inside, though, it had a glow and cleanliness 
comparable to any of the motorway luxury restaurants. 


Several articulateds occupied the huge gravel parking area, 
outnumbered by cars and bikes. 


Frank’s place was a must for locals craving a late night nosh 
after a booze session. As a twenty-four hour a day eatery it 
attracted many who would normally avoid such 
establishments. There was always action at Frank’s. Always 
something to satisfy an urge to float food on a stomachful of 
beer. 


But Frank’s also had a reputation... 


Mysteries loved it. Girls wishing to venture forth and see the 
country before latching onto some pimp in the Big Smoke, in 
the heartland of Merseyside, in the seaside resorts of the 
South Coast found it a jump-off for the downhill journey. 


Joan and Dazzler sat at a spotless table with colour 
television perched high above their heads, the mechanical 
whirr, click, clang of a one-armed bandit to their left. 


‘She went to school with me,’ Dazzler mentioned as he 
forked a mouthful of chips. 


That explains a lot, Joan thought. 


Glancing at the girl in question she shuddered mentally. 
Poor kid! About seventeen, pretty in a cheap way and 
obviously ready to put it on the line for a ride to nowhere. 


‘| screwed her once - not bad!’ Dazzler cut through a fat, 
juicy sausage. 


‘You screwed every girl at school,’ Joan said. ‘When did you 
start?’ 


Dazzler held egg dripping yoke off a bacon rasher inches 
from his open mouth and considered. It was an effort but he 
finally remembered and laughed. ‘Nine... ’ 


A driver sat next to the bird Dazzler had known and 
immediately got into animated discussion with her. 


Joan felt sick. She’d put it out often. But not like this. Not for 
any bleeding ride down a road. Not in a cramped lorry cab. 


‘Want another coffee?’ 


‘Not yet.’ Joan had no love of the North American beverage. 
Once in a while she relented and substituted it for tea but, 
frankly, she didn’t enjoy it half as much as an old-fashioned 
Cuppa. 


‘We're goin’ to a disco Saturday night,’ Dazzler mentioned 
casually as he tackled his second egg. ‘The boys’ll be there.’ 


The ‘mystery’ got to her feet and kept close to her driver 
paramour. They left but not before another lorryman 
quipped: ‘Do it fer me, mate.’ 


Joan hated this cheapness. 
And herself, too. 


She'd left herself open to those same comments. All her 
mates knew how Brian had been making overtures through 
the Soulers - forgiveness, flat there, no more chasing pussy. 


He’d even gone as far as stating that he wouldn’t make an 
issue of missing funds. Christ, the bastarad’s really crawling! 


‘She’s easy, man,’ Dazzler shouted. 
‘Do you have to?’ Joan asked. 


Dazzler grinned, mopped his plate with a slice of bread. 
‘Shit, he’s entitled!’ 


| wish I’d gone to live with Anne! Joan thought then. He's 
crude, vile, soft. 


The ‘mystery’ hesitated. Her sad eyes flicked over Dazzler, 
concentrated pathetically on Joan. It was as if she was 
saying ‘please - don’t make it any worse than | already feel’. 


Joan smiled sympathy. 

Dazzler winked knowingly. 

The ‘mystery’ slowly followed her seducer. 
And the door of Frank’s closed behind them! 


Cleo Lane’s voice came from the telly - ‘Why should | worry 
atall...’ 


Fitting, Joan mused silently. Slow Motion - and a fast road to 
degeneracy. 


‘| hear Pete’s gone “smoothie”, Joan said to change the 
topic. 


‘Yeah ...’ Dazzler didn’t cotton to Pete’s idea of the new 
style. After putting out cash on a ‘Prince of Wales’ check he 
wasn’t exactly enamoured with the distinctive ‘uniform’ Pete 
and the others had developed. 


‘| read the “Mercury” yesterday - it seems the fashion is 
catching on,’ Joan added. 


A lorry-driver hit the one-armed jackpot and whooped. 
Others crowded round him. Free coffee or tea! The passing- 
through trade grinned, frowned, ignored the big event. 
Frank’s help showed enthusiasm. The tips were better when 
a jackpot came up. Somehow, success rubbed off on a 
winner’s mates. 


‘Who talked?’ Dazzler asked. 


‘| did!’ Joan tried to hide the fact she’d collected from the 
grateful newspaper. It wouldn’t do to advertise this fact. All 
her extravagances - and they were now considerable - were 
paid for by Dazzler. Yet, she argued, the day must come 
when he put his foot down and refused to tolerate her 
‘freedom’ spending at his expense. And, too, she was fast 
boring of his one-tracked mind. All he needed a woman for 
was sex. Sex, sex and more sex. He had a machine complex 
that demanded total subjugation to carnal desires. Three, 
four, more times a night did not strain his abilities. There 
was nothing between them beyond this physical 
gratification. No communication. No great area of 
conversation, or ambition. Dazzler loved his woman naked, 
on a bed, ready to provide for his pleasure. There ended the 
lesson ... 


‘Aw, hell,’ Dazzler murmured and finished his meal. When 
he sat back and rubbed his gut, eyes fixed lecherously on 
her breasts, Joan knew that his instincts were probing back 
into jungle caverns where his caveman ancestors had 
belched delight over a dinosaur offering before partaking of 
the cook’s fleshy delights. 


‘Forget that!’ she snapped. 


‘You gettin’ uppity?’ 
‘I’m getting rubbed raw,’ she replied in anger. 
Dazzler laughed. ‘Have a retread,’ he quipped. 


Staring at her ‘mate’ Joan decided the moment had come 
for cutting out. 


A skinny waitress with huge knockers bent over their table, 
asked: ‘Want a coffee? Free...’ 


Dazzler nodded absently. His features showed deep 
concentration. 


‘Skip me,’ Joan said. 
‘You're goin’ to fuck-off, eh?’ 


The waitress put her foot back into the same step and 
lingered. She enjoyed the type of dialogue featured in the 
caff. Her ‘old man’ wasn’t much of a conversationalist and, 
mostly, sat with eyes glued to the telly as she retold various 
exchanges between drivers, hangers-on and ‘carriage- 
trade’. 


‘ld better, Dazzler,’ Joan said quietly. 
‘Why?’ 
Joan glared at the hesitant waitress. 


‘Excuse me,’ the girl nasally interjected and reluctantly 
walked away. 


‘Why?’ Dazzler asked again. 


Taking her time, Joan raced through a list of reasons 
uppermost on her mind - settled for one: ‘I’m not just a 
receptacle for your prick!’ 


‘You've enjoyed it...’ 

‘Not always, Dazzler.’ 

“Hell, women don’t make it as much as men.’ 
‘That’s where you're wrong!’ Joan settled back. 
Dazzler appeared puzzled. 


‘I’m not being nasty,’ Joan said to ease his suffering. ‘We’ve 
had some good times...’ 


‘It’s cost a bomb!’ Dazzler lit a cigarette and puffed 
furiously. ‘If | had a drum... ’ 


‘That wouldn’t make any difference. Look, Dazzler - Brian 
and | had a lovely pad an’ | opted out. I’m not knockin’ you, 
mate - I’m fed-up with sex, sex, sex. | want fun - with the 


gang!’ 


Dazzler ground his butt in his saucer. Although an ashtray 
was provided he didn’t care. Nobody had ever bothered to 
teach him the where’s and whyfore’s of etiquette. 


‘You’re cutting out right now, eh?’ 


Joan sighed. This was the unexpected. But she girded 
herself for the inevitable. ‘Yes!’ 


‘Okay - get your gear.’ 


‘It’s ten-thirty, Dazzler,’ she reminded. 


‘So?’ 
‘If you want ...’ 


Dazzler grinned, suggested: ‘You could stay the night if 
you... ’ 


The prospect of one last night spread across his bed as the 
object of his pleasure did not appeal to Joan yet - what 
choice did she have? Who would take her in now? Anne, 
maybe. But that would be the same scene. A bed to be paid 
for eventually. 


‘Okay ... Okay!’ she nearly shouted. 


The skinny waitress grinned. God, her ‘old man’ would get 
the hots tonight! She grabbed two coffees, slopped liquid 
into the saucers as she advanced on the pair. 


CHAPTER SIX 


For most of the year Arlingham’s town centre on a Saturday 
afternoon looked like a childless haven for oldsters. To a lot 
of shoppers this was perfectly all right. Women loaded down 
with groceries found it easier to get into coffee bars and 
restaurants when the mental call for a cuppa sounded. Even 
the shopkeepers enjoyed a break from the demanding need 
to mount guard over their stocks. 


And not without reason, either. Arlingham had a reputation 
for shoplifting! 


By twelve noon the station did turn-away business. Every 
train heading for London bulged at the seams. Scarves and 
banners flew from open windows of the carriages - familiar 
colours carefully segregated along the length of the 
commuter specials. 


‘Up the Arsenal!’ 

‘Hammers for the Cup!’ 
‘Chelsea are the greatest!’ 
‘Millwall - Millwall!’ 
‘Ring-a-ding-Dell ... Charlton!’ 
‘Sours for glory!’ 

‘Onwards, Rangers!’ 


Like fanatics attending a Mad Mullah rally with a Holy War in 
the offing the various supporters chanted their slogans in an 
effort to intimidate all rivals. 


With mind-blowing regularity the trains sped towards those 
sacred grounds - every Saturday of the season. 


Dazzler sat back in a corner of his carriage watching Joan 
shout her lungs out at a window. ‘Up the Gunners!’ 


Bitch, he thought. 
‘We'll take Leeds today,’ a loud voice called. 
Go have a slash! Dazzler said silently. 


Pete Wyndham grinned, shuffled forward. ‘Come on, Dazzler 
- the world doesn’t end ‘cause Spurs are away from home.’ 


‘Yeah?’ Dazzler sat upright, dismay spreading across his 
features. ‘Why should | bleedin’ support Arsenal?’ 


‘Who the hell wants to?’ Pete settled onto the seat beside 
his mate. ‘I’m for Rangers but this could be somethin’ 
good!’ He nudged the other, chuckled as he showed his 
‘tool’ - a ragged-edged metal bar. ‘What about that, eh?’ 


Dazzler’s heart thumped quickly. This was his scene. 


Some of the gang were tossing light bulbs onto the track 
and a mirror - formerly attached to the carriage wall - went 
sailing off into the green landscape. 


‘I’m gonna clobber Arsenal gits,’ Pete announced. 


Dick Chester blew his nose, stood in front of the pair. ‘Christ 
- wot a lark!’ 


Knives slashed through fabric. Joan screamed as one 
dangerously sliced past her thigh. 


‘Stupid bastards,’ Pete said. 


Dick glowered. ‘Ain’t you the one!’ 
‘Mate - don’t aggravate me. I’m in a mood... ’ 


‘Save it...’ Dazzler brushed aside the contestants. Standing 
now, he glared at Joan. She was a true Arsenal fanatic. That 
angered him more than ever. But what got him really going 
was the things she’d said before the train arrived at the 
station. 


Who does she think she is? went through his brain. 
Smoothies, indeed! 
He’d fallen for that one! Damn her hide! 


Joan sensed Dazzler’s gaze fixed on her spine and swung 
provokingly. She smiled, shook her derriere and deliberately 
turned away again. 


Bessie Law’s raven head bobbed back from the window and 
she scratched her left armpit. ‘That bleedin’ Dazzler’s in a 
temper,’ she told Joan. 


For her part, Joan didn’t care. The attraction had faded; 
Dazzler now resided within that category called ‘former 
boyfriends’ with all that being a bloke’s bird entailed. She’d 
dropped her knickers for Dazzler for the last time and 
nothing he did mattered a hoot. 


‘You found anybody else yet?’ Bessie asked. 
‘No-o-o!’ 


Bessie saw the agony of a girl alone glinting in the other’s 
eyes. Normally, she didn’t have sleepless nights wondering 
what was happening to her mates. It was every man for 


himself, every bird to her own devices. But there was 
something so pathetic in Joan’s drawn-out ‘no’ that touched 
a soft spot way down inside her hard core. 


‘You could bunk with me... ’ 


“Not likely!’ Joan smiled apologies. ‘I didn’t mean it against 
you, Bessie but - well, Pete wouldn’t wear it.’ 


Bessie inclined her head. ‘That’s true. He’s a jealous 
bastard.’ She stared at him, hate flashing. Theirs was not a 
relationship based on tenderness. Their only claim to 
compatibility lay in her ability to gratify his craven desires. 
And she knew it. 


‘They all are.’ Leaving Bessie in the dark, Joan flung herself 
across the carriage and landed on Nero Morrison’s lap. 


‘Hey ... ’ the youth yelled. 


‘What’s the trouble?’ Joan laughed with arms round his 
neck. 


‘Move your arse ... You’re sitting on my balls!’ 


Before she eased off his lap Joan wriggled momentarily. The 
thought of causing pain did her good. 


‘Bitch!’ Nero panted. 
‘Bastard!’ 


Their eyes clashed and, suddenly, Nero pulled her tight 
against him and kissed her willing mouth. His tongue 
roamed deep, probing, adventuring inside her moist, hot 
cavern. When he released her Joan tasted the bitterness of 
another victory. 


‘I’m not a soft touch like Dazzler,’ Nero said. 
‘I’m soft...’ 
The black-haired youth stroked her thigh. ‘Yeah,’ he agreed. 


Pete and Dick Chester watched the action. From where they 
stood this was an invitation to battle. They both 
automatically recognised Joan’s tactics - grab off an 
available bloke and make him fight for the right to screw. All 
it took to bring the kettle to a boil was for Dazzler to feel his 
manhood was somehow at stake then - whammo, curtains 
on the Arsenal showdown. 


‘She’s beggin’ him,’ Dick said aloud. 
‘She’s rapin’ the poor slob,’ Pete mentioned. 


‘Shit!’ Dazzler turned away, looked out the far window. Even 
there he could catch reflections of Joan doing her stuff on 
Nero’s lap. Rage vented itself in a safely-valve outlet - he’s 
got it coming to him: I’ve had my share. 


Pete and Dick exchanged glances. Both realised the total 
surrender. Joan had won hands down, legs up. 


‘Let’s do a few Straights,’ Dick suggested. 
Dazzler’s head jerked round. ‘Where?’ 
‘We can get between carriages,’ Pete smirked. 


Dazzler had to re-establish himself in their accusing eyes. 
He lurched to his feet, heard the diesel whistle blast. The 
buildings in flashing parade meant they were nearing their 
destination. If there was to be an aggro it had to be fast. 
‘Let’s go ... ° He took the forward position - a general out to 


revenge himself on those he considered partly responsible 
for his prior defeat. 


Dick shrugged, nudged Pete. ‘That’s got him goin.” 


‘About bloody time.’ 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


ʻI can remember when Highbury supporters wouldn’t 
tolerate kids running onto the pitch,’ Robert Blaire said as 
he unwrapped a beef sandwich. He liked showing his pals 
that he wasn’t dictated to by a rabbi. After all, his name was 
Strictly English. Nothing like his God-given Stravowski. 
Bernie Stravowski yet! 


Old Etonian Harold James ignored the beef sandwich. He 
also pointedly avoided the ‘kosher’ advertisement on the 
wrapping which clearly said that Blaire had been buying his 
eats from Blooms again. 


Once a Jew always a Jew, James thought without malice. 


‘| got a few youngsters working in my shop,’ Blaire remarked 
as he munched on a mouthful. ‘Kids with sense. They 
wouldn’t be found dead jumping barriers ... ’ 


Child labour, James thought instantly. 
Aloud, he asked, ‘Are they Arsenal fans?’ 


‘Salt of the earth,’ Blaire crowed as if his saying so made all 
the difference. 


‘lII trade you a ham for your beef,’ Willy Liddell said. 


Robert Blaire shuddered visibly. Vocally, he tried to off-set 
his aversion to ham by saying: ‘No, thanks - got to watch 
the old middle-bulge ... ’ 


Harold James laughed. He’d heard some lame-duck excuses 
before but this one took the biscuit. 


A roar threatened to lift the stand. Arsenal raced onto the 
pitch in their red-white gear. Screaming fans blasted the 
United team into Hades when they followed. This was what 
football was all about - the fanatical support for a home 
team even if they were currently struggling to find form 
again. 


‘I’ve got ten says Armstrong scores,’ Blaire advertised. 
‘Taken,’ Liddell shouted. 
‘Make it fifty and the final score?’ 


Blaire bristled. He had always been aware of Harold James’s 
anti-semitic feeling. Although they belonged to the same 
clubs, shared seats at the games, James still did his utmost 
to belittle the Jewish rag-trade merchant. 


‘Three-two in Arsenal’s favour!’ 


James nodded. He’d won without a ball being kicked. Even if 
he actually lost the wager he’d be top man. His needle had 
penetrated the tough hide of his enemy - that alone was 
worth fifty quid! 


A hand waved, a voice called above the crowds’ roar and 
Blaire took off like a bolt. 


‘You can’t get along with him, can you?’ Liddell asked. 


Watching the excitable Blaire engage a fellow-tailor in 
gesticulating conversation, James felt his loathing for the 
man reach major proportions. He couldn’t place a mental 
finger on the precise moment when a name change, a habit 
of sarcastically belittling all those within earshot had 
culminated in a desire to take the Jew down at every 
opportunity. He knew it had happened a long time ago. And 


he detested himself for being caught up in anything so petty 
as an anti-feeling. 


‘He’s an arrogant, boastful bore... ’ 
‘They all are,’ Willy replied calmly. 


You, too, James thought and quickly changed the subject. 
‘I’ve been told we can expect trouble today.’ 


‘Not surprising,’ Liddell answered as he gazed across at the 
terraces. ‘Look at them - monsters ready to unleash terror!’ 


Police moved quietly along the barriers, alert for the first 
sign of aggro. 


‘What do they get out of it, | wonder?’ 


James shrugged, comparing his more reserved emotional 
outbursts against Blaire to the seemingly senseless physical 
conflict that could so swiftly erupt during a game. 


‘Release, perhaps,’ Harold James said and automatically 
associated with the thugs. 


KKK 


Supporter organiser Charles Nelson brushed a wisp of hair 
from his forehead and scowled. His rolled programme stuck 
from his jacket pocket - the message it carried emblazoned 
on his mind. /f the game is to prosper we must eliminate the 
hooligan element... 

Already the cries of ‘Aggro’ echoed down from the terraces. 
Rival factions swayed and chanted, pushing closer to one 
another as the referee brought the two captains together. 


At thirty-four Charles had known violence in the streets on a 
par with anything the terrace terrors could dish out. He’d 
come up the hard way - fighting for existence, for his 
country, for his right to enjoy a higher standard of living. He 
could recall many occasions when fists solved picket-line 
disturbances. When a drunk picked on him. When 
workmates had baited him for not joining their union. 


Back to the pressing throng, Charles glued his eyes on the 
kick-off. This was what he’d come to see - football: not 
young toughs battling one another and the coppers. 


‘There’s that bastard Nelson,’ Dazzler growled. 


Pete sighed and withdrew his iron bar. Smashing its flatness 
against an open palm he grinned. ‘Man, I'd like to slash 
him!’ 


‘Let’s ..." Dazzler kicked at a boy standing in his path. 


From higher up the terrace, Joan caught a telepathic surge 
of hate from her former lover. She could see him threading 
through the eager fans. 


‘They're onto aggro,’ Bessie hollered delightedly. 


Joan curled up inside. The days of being thrilled by violence 
had gone as far as she was concerned. A ‘Sort’ didn’t muck 
with creeps hellbent on trouble. A ‘Sort’ - to her way of 
thinking - fought when forced to fight: not when some yobbo 
decided he wanted to show off his muscle-power. 


God how I’ve changed! 
Yet, have I? 


‘Nelson! They’re after Charlie Nelson!’ 


Joan jerked back to reality as Bessie’s voice ripped into her 
ear. She saw Dazzler tap the supporter’s organiser on the 
shoulder ... 


‘Look at Pete!’ 


It wasn’t a fight - not in the true sense of the word. Joan got 
the impression she was watching a bullfight where the 
matador carried an elephant gun and the bull had been de- 
horned. 


Pete’s arm came back and the sun caught his ‘tool’ with 
quick glints. 


‘The bleedin’ fool!’ Joan yelled. 


KKK 


Charles Nelson saw the iron bar streaking down and ducked. 
His shoulder exploded in agony. His knees got rubbery, 
started to buckle. 


‘Hit ‘im again, Pete,’ Dazzler shouted. 


Pete’s weapon rose menacingly, its ragged edge turned to 
inflict injury. 


Instinct rushed to Nelson’s aid. He couldn’t use his left but 
he packed a powerful punch in his hefty right. He slammed 
the knuckles into Pete’s groin, heard the youth swear as the 
iron-bar fell to the terrace. 


‘Bloody hell!’ Dazzler lashed out with his foot, sent Nelson 
spinning off-balance. Before the man could recover boots 
hammered at his balls, fists bouncing off his cheeks. 


Seething like jungle animals mauling one another over some 
choice prey the crowd closed in, getting to work on the 
helpless victim. Blood spurted from Nelson’s battered nose. 
A crack like a mortar shell blasting sounded over the throaty 
growls. 


‘My leg... ’ 


Dazzler laughed, deliberately aimed another kick at the 
broken limb. 


‘Fuzz!’ 


Dazzler grabbed Pete, hauled him from the mélée. ‘Let’s 
fuck-off, mate!’ 


From under the stomping feet Nelson clearly registered the 
features. He’d remember. And how! Even pain-shattered as 
he was he wouldn't forget the duo. One day ... 


CHAPTER EIGHT 
I’m a Sort! They're all Smoothies! 


From behind her drink Joan studied the assembled faces of 
her mates. Since the Arsenal debacle the group had 
undergone drastic reshuffling. Dazzler and Pete no longer 
attended the sessions at the Duck and Fox. Ann had cut out, 
too. 


‘My feet are killin’ me,’ Bessie complained. 
‘No bleedin’ wonder,’ Nero Morrison said with a laugh. 


Holding her clog-clad extremities up for inspection Bessie 
pulled a face. ‘Is this necessary, Joan?’ 


‘It’s up to you,’ came the quick reply. Frankly, Joan thought, 
lm sick and tired of fighting with Bessie over gear. She 
doesn’t have to belong if she feels we're being stupid! 


‘Magpie’s women wore clogs,’ Nero reminded. 

‘Would you wear ’em?’ Joan asked. 

‘Not me!’ Her latest lover snapped. 

‘How about me satin jacket?’ Newcomer Phil Wright asked. 


Nero smiled. ‘Not bad, mate. You could do with louder 
SOCKS... ’ 


The gang waited for Phil to display his orange creations. 
None of them could define what was wrong although they 
knew that the overall tone wasn’t electric enough. 


Getting to his gangling six foot, Phil hoisted his flares. 
‘Bleedin’ shops,’ he complained. ‘Can’t trust any bastard 
today!’ 


Joan giggled. It wasn’t the shopkeeper’s fault - Phil just 
wasn’t forceful. In a way she felt sorrow for the seventeen 
year-old. He had the face of a Greek god, hair resting on his 
flared collar. He looked and acted like a movie star and the 
birds went for him big. But in the old days he’d have been a 
nothing. In a rumble he’d have been squashed immediately. 
For all his strength - and he had those huge ham-hock hands 
of a stone mason - he didn’t know the first thing about 
fighting. 


‘I’d love to have a crystal ball,’ Bessie suddenly announced, 
hand clutching her gin. 


‘Jeeze,’ Nero rasped. ‘You're crazy!’ 


‘Lam not,’ Bessie replied with a hurt expression. “If Magpie 
could play around with one why can’t we?’ 


‘ 'Cause none of us can bleedin' make sense of what we’d 
see,’ Nero spat. 


‘| read a book once,’ Phil said more to himself than the 
others. ‘All about a geezer who'd got an old crystal an’ tried 
to see the future. Christ, it scared me shitless!’ 


‘Wot happened?’ Bessie wanted to know. 
‘He got taken over... 
‘Wot?’ 


‘You know, spirits from the dead entered his mind and drove 
him insane!’ 


‘God!’ Joan shivered. 
‘It ain’t fer me,’ Larry Quade said firmly. 


The pub was slowly filling and several strangers carefully 
avoided the teenage group occupying a dim corner. A fruit 
machine click-clacked as a middle-aged woman poured 
coins down its mechanical throat. The landlord - when 
customers weren’t watching - got rid of his slops in 
Shandies. An old man with a glass-eye munched on a cold 
sausage between sips of his beer. 


‘Fuzz,’ Phil whispered and glared across the bar Joan and 
Nero shifted in their seats to get a look. 


‘How do you know?’ Nero asked. 
‘Smell the bastards a mile off... ’ 
‘They don’t usually come here,’ Joan remarked. 


‘| don’t like bein’ around rozzers,’ Larry told them and 
finished his mild. ‘They make me bleedin’ nervous!’ 


‘Nor me,’ Joan agreed, ‘but I’m stickin’. We don’t have to run 
when they come in. Hell, we’re only havin’ drinks.’ She flung 
Nero a fifty pence coin. ‘Get me one, luv.’ 


Nero grinned. This was a scene he could appreciate. 
Bleedin’ fuzz! Well, let ’em try to get him going! 


>K>K>K 
‘Should we?’ 


Ted Ford considered the question before grunting. He had a 
habit of grunting - or so the sergeant said. And in the Force 
what a sergeant said counted a helluva lot. 


‘Well?’ Denis Weller asked with mounting impatience. 
‘What’s the pinch?’ 


Denis supped his pint and finally reached a conclusion. 
‘Conspiracy ...’ 


His companion smiled, watching one of the youths leave the 
crowd and go to the bar. He remembered what the rule book 
Said: ‘conspiracy is the crime committed when two or more 
persons combine together to execute some act for the 
purpose of injuring some third person or the public. It is a 
misdemeanour at common law.’ 


‘Okay?’ 


Ford nodded, grunted for good measure. ‘Good as any, | 
Suppose.’ 


‘Me? Or you?’ 


Another grunt and Ted Ford got to his feet. ‘Me,’ he said and 
moved forward. He didn’t hurry nor did he appear to be 
anything but a bloke heading for another drink from ‘mine 
host’. 


The nearer he got to the youth the more he wanted a better 
excuse. If only, he thought, | had reason to assume he was 
taking grass. Or had cannabis on his person. 


Nero waited for his chance, Joan’s latest gin within the V-ee 
of his arms on the bar, Almost automatically he sensed the 
copper standing next to him and prepared for the inevitable 
questioning. 


The guv laid change on the counter, beat a hasty retreat. It 
wasn’t his argument. 


‘Let’s have it, sonny... ’ 


Nero slowly turned his head, smiled. ‘Have wot?’ 
‘Don’t shit me... ’ 


‘You're fuzz, aintcha?’ 


Ted Ford sighed, grunted, withdrew his warrant card and 
flashed it briefly before returning same to his pocket. ‘There, 
satisfied?’ 


‘So you’re definitely fuzz - now?’ 
‘Cocky bastard, eh?’ 


‘Near as right,’ Nero agreed. He put Joan’s change in his 
kick, coiled fingers round her glass. ‘Excuse me...’ 

Ford’s hand lit on his shoulder - hard. Heavy. ‘Cool it!’ 
‘Charge?’ 


‘Conspiracy .... Ted wished he’d altered that as the youth 
laughed. 


‘To do wot?’ 


‘Create a disturbance!’ He'd slipped. He knew it 
immediately the words were uttered. 


‘Fuzz - get lost!’ Nero held the glass, winked. ‘Knock it out of 
me hand an’ you pay for a refill!’ 


Nobody had ever spoken to a bull and got positive proof that 
a red-rag inflamed the beast’s senses. But, at that moment, 
Ted Ford assumed the red-rag meant agitation. And, 
therefore, a counter-attack. His fist clenched, his arm swung 
and the drink went flying. Right across a heavy-bosomed 
woman’s dress. 


‘Hey,’ the woman squealed. 

Nero chortled: ‘Sucker!’ 

‘Sorry,’ Ford stammered, forgetting to grunt first, 
e attacked me!’ Nero shouted. ‘You all saw it!’ 


The woman brushed away the wet, eyes blazing. Her 
companion - a tall, slender man with a thin moustache - 
bristled. Nobody had any difficulty in recognising their 
relationship - chance meeting, pick-up and probable screw- 
session in her bed. 


‘Mister - do somethin’,’ Nero cajoled. 


The man squared up to Ford. ‘You'll have to pay for the 
cleaning,’ he said with a fighting inadequacy the entire bar 
felt. 


KKK 


Joan chuckled. Nero was doing a great job. She loved the 
way he deliberately provoked the fuzz. The way he’d gotten 
the other into a corner and was battering him with science - 
not boots! 


‘He'll get tossed into jail,’ Phil moaned. 
‘The other one’s helpin’ out,’ Bessie said. 


From their grandstand seats the gang watched as Nero got 
the grab of a second legal hand on his shoulder. They all 
breathed in unison, sending ‘thoughts’ to bolster their 
mate’s resistance to this new invasion of his privacy. 


And it was just that! 


Joan put it into words when she muttered: ‘The bastards are 
havin’ a go at him!’ 


Without interfering, the rest of the ‘Smoothie’ mob sat 
motionless. Each faced with a different dilemma. Each 
confronted by past performance. Like Eileen Norton - a bird 
whose father had raped her when she was but eight year-old 
and had seen the law take a lenient view of his ‘lapse’. She 
hated fuzz. From the tender age of twelve she had been 
trying to blast her old man into orbit and all she had 
accomplished was to have the name of ‘Easy Eileen’. A 
natural for any bloke willing to risk V.D. And she’d had that, 
too. Six times! 


KKK 


Weller pushed through the bar-crowd and displayed his 
warrant card. ‘Move back, folks ... ’ 


Ford glared at his mate, grunted an apologetic ‘I thought so’ 
and shifted into the background. In his mind he was Weller’s 
Straight-man. A junior. A newcomer to this beat. On 
probation, like the sergeant had said often enough. 


‘Sorry about the dress, sir,’ Weller said with practised 
smoothness. ‘We'll take care of the cleaning, naturally. 

He smiled disarmingly, slightly bowed to the _ big-titted 
woman. ‘You can send the bill to the station.’ 


‘You betchaa,’ she said. She searched for a second 
handkerchief. Her recent companion’s dropped to the floor - 
sodden. She had her eye on a new bed-partner - a muscular 
type with more vitality in his small finger than the slender 
one’s whole body. She didn’t give a damn who shared the 
pad providing he had it in him. 


Muscles gallantly offered a silk, monogrammed breast- 
pocket showpiece. 


Weller wanted to laugh aloud. The poor slob! He was being 
conned into a tramp’s bed. 


‘Look, mate ... ’ Nero suddenly cut-off his verbal assault. 
Weller’s face didn’t go with smart-alec talk. 


‘You were saying, sir’ 
‘Nowt,’ Nero replied. 
‘Come, sir...’ 


The woman brushed aside her non-runner and clasped 
Muscles’ hand. They moved to a spare table, sat head to 
head. Slender-reject shrugged, started looking round for a 
replacement. 


‘You wanted to make a statement, sir?’ Weller continued to 
press. 


‘About wot?’ Nero asked. 


‘Sir .... Weller made it sound so devastating. Like Nero had 
pulled off the train robbery of the century, been caught red- 
handed and confessed only to withdraw his complicity when 
the jury were about to leave for their verdict decision. 


Nero bristled. He wasn’t going to get trapped. ‘Off my back, 
fuzz,’ he yelled. ‘Either make it stick or get to hell outta this 
pub.’ 


‘You're being difficult, sir,’ Weller said without conviction. 


‘I’m being bleedin’ me! Crissakes, wot’s up?’ 


‘We've reason to suspect ... ’ 


Nero latched onto the reason to suspect bit. ‘I’ve got 
witnesses,’ he growled menacingly. ‘I’ve lost a drink for me 
bird. Buy another an’ fuck-off!’ 


‘Obscene language in a public place, sir...’ 


Ted Ford cringed. Weller had dropped into the pit. He’d been 
beaten by the teenage bastard and he didn’t know when to 
quit. 


‘So - charge me,’ Nero dared. 
‘I’m going to - for a more serious offence, sir!’ 


‘Like? In front of witnesses?’ Nero hammered the ‘witnesses’ 
angle. 


‘Obstructing the law in the course of their duties. Conspiracy 
to conduct an affray. Intimidation ... ’ 


Nero turned and called the landlord. ‘Guv, come here ... This 
bloke says I’m intimidatin’ your customers. I’m obstructin’ 
"im and I’m about to mix-it with your mob - is that right?’ 


Weller took one look at the landlord’s face and knew when 
to beat a tactful retreat. His rulebook hadn’t covered 
everything. Maybe he’d been hasty ... No, that was wrong! 
Maybe they’d been pushed into it. He could always blame 
the junior partner when he made his expenses explanation 
to the dour sergeant. 


‘Perhaps I was wrong, Sir... ’ 


‘Bloody right!’ Nero had him by the bollocks. He didn’t let 
go, either. He squeezed, milked, drained. ‘Say sorry ...’ 


The police undercover man sighed. He’d been out witted, for 
once. And that meant he didn’t have a bloody papal prayer 
in hell of getting any sort of conviction so ... 

‘Sorry to bother you!’ He skipped the ‘sir’. If they were 
stymied he didn’t need the standardised form of address. 
The ‘servant of the people’ mode. His personal defeat 
covered any lack of manners. 


In his book. 
‘Sir?’ Nero requested. 
Weller snapped: ‘Sir!’ and departed - Ford on his heels. 


Nero grinned, got a fresh gin in Joan’s glass and strode back 
to their corner with a cockish strut. 


Joan nodded. It was okay for that night! 


Very okay! 


CHAPTER NINE 


The car park offered concealment. A single dim light on a 
tall standard did little to illuminate the area. 


‘I’m going to do the bastard,’ Weller gritted through 
clenched teeth. He slammed a fist against his other palm. 
‘Christ, am | ever going to do him!’ 


Ted Ford grunted. From the occasional rumour he knew that 
most of the undercover squad engaged in this kind of 
rumpus. Cross a squad man, the saying went, and you get 
the shit knocked out of you. 


‘I’m not asking for help,’ Weller muttered as he kept peering 
through the gloom towards the pub’s side exit. ‘Just make 
bloody sure the others don’t creep up behind me.’ 


‘We're both in it.’ 
‘Man, | wanted to beat his face in... ’ 
We made a tactical mistake. Ford thought. 


Thinking about their assignment, Weller came to the same 
conclusion. They’d been looking out for grass, and a few 
young thugs wanted for questioning in a serious case of 
rape, robbery, arson. They had no call to just antagonise 
any teenager. But they’d been bored. Brassed off sitting 
boozing. Doing nothing in their job, Weller realised, made a 
man commit many a faux pas.. 


‘Here they come... ’ 


Weller jerked into stiffened alertness. His fist hurt as he 
closed it hard, tight. 


‘Your bloke is last out - with the bird!’ 


‘Yeah,’ Weller sighed. ‘When | finish with him he won't 
screw.’ He chuckled sadistically. ‘Not for a few weeks!’ 


Ford broke from the shelter of a parked Vauxhall. Walking 
straight-up he approached the group. He could hear Weller’s 
softer circling feet melt into the gloom. This was a loner 
show until that sudden moment of Weller’s truth. 


‘Hold it!’ 


Nero squinted at the shadowy figure and breathed hate. 
‘The fuckin’ fuzz again,’ he snarled. 


Joan slipped from his side, stood expectantly tense. 
Something gnawed at her mind - Nero’s in shit! 


‘Okay, let’s empty those pockets,’ Ford said. He didn’t care 
that he was outnumbered nine to one. He had the majesty 
of the law working for him. The gleaming sword of 
retribution going for him. 


Weller’s clubbed fist ached to smash into his target’s gut. 
He came forward as the Smoothies and Sorts separated in 
silent agreement. This wasn’t - for them - the time to pick a 
fight. None of them had come armed for aggro. 


Bright headlights coned into the parking lot as an ancient 
banger chugged up the slight slope from street to pub. 


Acting on instinct, Weller held back. What was on his mind 
did not require witnesses. 


The car turned in a wide circle, weaving through the 
remaining vehicles on the lot. Like a gigantic insect crawling 


across an ocean of concrete it finally came to a halt, twin 
beams spotlighting the frozen tableau of youths and fuzz. 


‘Put those damned lights out,’ Ford shouted. 
The lights snapped off. 


Weller closed his eyes tight. In the obscure gloom he had 
lost his sight. Cursing mentally he assumed they were all 
suffering from the same dilemma. 


He was wrong! 


Nero had not stared directly into the brilliance. He could 
see. And a tremor of anticipation raced through him. 


There were five of them. Climbing from the ancient car they 
formed a formidable line in front of their transport. 


Brass! 


The word screamed from Nero’s brain. He’d heard of them 
but never actually seen one. And he didn’t mean brass as 
applied to Soho tramps and stripclub tarts. 


These were the Brass - an exclusive formation of ex-skins 
dedicated to violence, terror and everything touching on the 
televised portrayal of IRA and UDA thuggery in Ireland. 


Weller’s eyes opened. He could see now. 
‘Wot’s the scene, man?’ a Brass ‘captain’ asked. 
Nero’s lips were dry. ‘Frisk,’ he said with a croak. 


‘Fuzz !.. ° The word spat from the ‘captain’ as he lit a 
cigarette. In the match flame his insignia showed briefly 
crossed legs crudely cut from a brass fender. 


‘What the blazes,’ Ford said. This was something he had not 
been geared to expect. The para-military ‘uniforms’ looked 
familiar - right down to the woollen caps covering skinhead 
features. Even the pick-axe handles bore a striking 
resemblance to those yobbos over in Belfast and Derry. 


‘This,’ the ‘captain’ said and waved. 


Like a swarm of irate wasps the other four Brass attacked. 
Ford fell to a savage blow. Weller knocked aside when he 
attempted to grab an axe handle from a flank man. 


‘Don’t kill ’em,’ Easy Eileen yelled. 


Weller heard her plea, faintly. He saw the brutal blow 
scream down at his head - and the lights all went out. 


‘Kick the bastards,’ the ‘captain’ called. 
Boots went in. 


‘Youse lucky we came along,’ the Brass ‘captain’ told Nero. 
‘Christ, we been lookin’ fer fuzz fer an hour.’ 


Nero felt sick. Vomit almost strangled him. He didn’t mind a 
bit of aggro, a bloody punch-up, a soccer scrap. But this was 
bestial. He couldn’t tear his gaze from the four Brass 
working over the unconscious coppers. There was nothing 
impersonal in their bone-breaking, flesh battering assault. 
Just sheer hate. And a desperate need to inflict pain, serious 
injury. 


‘That’s enough ... ’ 
The Brass stopped like soldiers obeying an order. 


‘Mount up... ’ 


They wheeled, marched to their old car. 


‘Get to hell outta here,’ the ‘captain’ advised and without a 
backward glance climbed into the car and commanded: 
‘Drive, Joe!’ 


As the car’s headlights blasted the street with dual tunnels 
of brilliance Nero felt Joan’s hand in his. She was trembling. 
Cold. 


‘Jeeze,’ she chattered. 

Bessie sicked near Weller’s broken frame. 
‘FIIL call an ambulance,’ Phil said. 

‘Yeah,’ Nero answered. 

‘We'll be in shit,’ Joan mentioned. 


‘| don’t give a fuck,’ Nero gritted. His insides had settled to 
accept the bloody mess lying on the concrete. ‘I’m not bein’ 
blamed for that!’ 


CHAPTER TEN 


Sergeant O’Regan had been born in County Down. There 
ended his association with his native land. At the age of 
seven months his parents had come to London and he had 
been educated at a Hackney school. He spoke with the 
faintest trace of an Ulster accent - mainly from picking it up 
in the house. 


‘God, where will it end?’ he asked Inspector Blake. 


Stuffing tobacco into his worn pipe the inspector scowled at 
the reports on his desk. He’d read them ten times over. 
During the years he had witnessed brutality in varying 
degrees but this stupid, savage beating of two men took the 
biscuit for sheer wanton destructiveness. 


‘Those kids deserve praise,’ O’Regan said. 


Blake nodded. Much as he loathed having to report men for 
infernal investigation he had had no hesitation in submitting 
Weller’s and Ford’s name to the powers that be. Both had 
brought about the incident by provoking the teenagers 
although he did not entirely blame them for being overly 
zealous. In this day and age a policeman had to bend a few 
rules. 


‘Get the hospital, sergeant. I’m worried about young Ford’s 
condition.’ 


O’Regan vanished. 


‘Bloody bastards!’ Blake muttered and lit his pipe. He 
couldn’t begin to understand the mentality of youths who 
would stoop so low. Even in a society that tolerated 
increasing violence on the picket lines, in shop-floor 


disputes, in invasion of private property, in race riots, in 
general. The changing scene was beyond his ken. And for 
that he hated more than the sergeant. Despaired more than 
his immediate superiors. 


‘O’Regan re-appeared, grim featured. 


‘Well?’ Something crawled like a tarantula inside his 
stomach. 


‘Ford’s on the danger list. They’ve had to operate. Internal 
haemorrhage and kidney damage.’ 


‘Weller?’ 


Before the sergeant could reply the telephone rang. Blake 
gestured and lifted the instrument. ‘Inspector Blake 
Speaking ...’ 


Slamming the phone down after a curt “thanks” the 
inspector snarled: ‘Ford’s wife has had a miscarriage next.’ 


O’Regan sighed. As a Catholic the death of an unborn child 
hit him harder than crippling injuries to a mature man. 


‘What about Weller?’ 


The sergeant scratched his square jaw. ‘Broken leg, broken 
arm, broken ribs. Coma due to concussion but he'll survive.’ 
His mind was still perched on the child’s unbaptised demise. 


‘These skinheads ... ’ 
O’Regan smiled faintly. ‘Smoothies, sir.’ 


‘What?’ Blake hadn’t heard that title before. 


‘An off-shoot of skinheads,’ the sergeant explained. ‘Not as 
bad as the old skins | believe.’ 


‘Christ, where do they find the names?’ Blake riffled his 
papers, brought an accident report to the top. He wanted to 
get his concentration fixed on problems without seeing that 
damned annoying hospital bulletin uppermost on the desk. 
‘Do we take action against them?’ 


‘Action, sir?’ O’Regan seemed startled. ‘They saved our 
lads, sir!’ 
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‘| suppose ... ’ Blake wasn’t exactly sure. Much as he 
admired the teenagers’ quick-thinking and the way they’d 
honestly told their story he blamed them, in part, for the 
outcome. 


‘I sent them home, sir.’ 


Blake eyed his sergeant with dispassionate aloofness. 
‘On whose orders?’ 


‘| took responsibility.” O’Regan returned the inspector’s cold 
gaze with one warmed by sincere emotion. ‘They’d been 
here for two hours, sir!’ 


‘Anything on the thugs?’ Blake ignored his inferior’s 
humanity. 


‘We believe they’re the ones we want for the rape.’ 
‘Believe? What prompted that?’ 


‘The car, Inspector.’ O’Regan used the title as a lever to get 
his way. 


‘Explain ... ’ Blake mellowed slightly, loving the soft-Irish 
tongue rolling off his latest promotion. 


‘Our sole witness to the rape said the culprits had been 
driving an old car, sir. These yobbos had one.’ 


‘That’s it?’ 
‘We've gone on less.’ 


Blake exploded into action. Pushing everything on his desk 
into a corner reservation he drew a sheet of clean paper in 
front of him, scribbled furiously. When he finished his head 
tilted upwards. 


‘Sir?’ O’Regan asked. 


‘Circulate a description of the car. Bring those kids back 
tomorrow and have them detail the attackers over and over 
again. Find an artist. Get Identi-kit experts and make a 
composite picture of each. | want results fast.’ 

O’Regan nodded, walked from the office - a smile touching 
his lips. By morning the inspector would be enjoying an off- 
duty sleep. Before he left the station in Sergeant 
Hawthorne’s capable hands he would make sure the 
instructions were unspokenly ‘coloured’ by a request to soft- 
peddle the Smoothies. He didn’t want it on his Irish 
conscience that the police had, in a small way, shoved the 
kids into a guilt corner. 


KKK 
‘I’m worried,’ Joan said. 


Tossing his dirty underpants at the laundry bag Nero 
Morrison frowned. ‘Who isn’t?’ 


Removing her pedal-pushers Joan caught Nero’s heightened 
interest in her thighs - right to the top where joy began in 


earnest. ‘Not yet,’ she announced and rolled her knitted 
stockings down. 


Fastening his pyjamas round his waist Nero thought what a 
bleedin waste of time. 


‘We can’t grass on the Brass! ’ 
Nero knew that. 
‘Joe Hawkins would have ...’ 


Nero slammed his fist against the paper-thin wall of their 
bedroom. He heard plaster rattle as it filtered down inside 
the laths. If ever a bloke was fed-up with a name it was him. 
Joe Hawkins! Everybody spoke of Joe like the Plaistow 
bastard was God. 


‘Oh, don’t be like that!’ Joan kicked her stockings across the 
room in exasperation. 


‘How the hell am | supposed to react?’ 


Showing the bush Joan dropped her knickers and hurriedly 
climbed into a pair of Chinese pyjamas Nero had bought in a 
moment of generosity. 


‘Love it,’ Nero admired. 
‘It’ll be here after we talk.’ 
‘Make it quick, eh?’ 


Joan laughed and turned her back. She didn’t want Nero to 
get the hots before she extracted every scrap of information 
from him. She unhooked her brassiere, let the side-view 
excite as she hastened to button her dragon motif top. 


‘The fuzz are worried,’ Nero said. 


Joan swung to face him, confident now that her treasures 
were adequately shielded. ‘They’re not the only ones. 
Christ, what’s gonna happen if we say too much?’ 

‘They'll be after us, that’s what!’ 


‘I wouldn’t want ’em beatin’ me... ’ 


Nero idly scratched his chest. He was proud of the hairs 
there - a thick coating that, somehow, managed to creep 
across his shoulders and make a dark splotch between his 
shoulder-blades. Even his thighs and legs were covered by 
the forest. 


‘Can we opt out?’ Joan asked. 

‘Naw - all we can do is give ’em wrong facts.’ 
‘Will the others agree?’ 

‘They'd better,’ Nero snapped. 


Joan considered what they had already told the fuzz. 
‘They're gonna wonder.’ 


‘Shit! If it hadn’t been for their bent bastards it couldn’t 
have happened.’ 


That made sense to Joan. She recalled, with pride, how Nero 
had handled the officious fuzz. And another thought struck 
her - how he handled his women. She got loving. ‘Let’s drop 
it for tonight. Come to bed... ’ 


Hands shaking, Nero fumbled with his pyjamas. He didn’t 
need a second invitation. Not especially when he could see 
Joan divesting herself of those sexy Chink togs ... 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Donald West brushed his hair and regarded his mirrored 
image with narcissistic pleasure. The hardness of his grey 
eyes did not detract from the softness of facial innocence. 
Nor did the skinhead crop throw his large ears into more 
prominence than, say a Bing Crosby. 


Sprinkling talc over his nudity he selected a change of 
clothing from his wardrobe. Levis, Doc Martin boots, tank- 
top, sheepskin coat. 


He carefully stored his para-military gear in the bottom 
drawer of his dresser - the pick-axe handle under the 
clothes. 


Taking his transistor he went downstairs. His mother glared 
as he slammed the front door. She'd long since given up 
trying to get him to eat a breakfast or even say ‘good 
morning’. 


Where is the real stuff in life... 


The radio blasted inside his old car. Carefully making the 
vehicle happy he throttled it into shaking life. This was the 
real stuff... 


He drove to work, conscious of the police patrols keeping a 
watchful eye on the town’s busy intersections. He didn’t 
want fuzz trouble - not for a traffic offence. 


Today had a rung of enthusiasm about its start. He hadn’t 
lost the tingle of thrill from last night yet. 


God, how they’d done those blasted coppers! 


The car groaned as he swung it tight round the Lake Street 
island and into the works’ parking lot. He sat for a minute 
letting his thoughts get on the track his foreman called ‘job 
interest’. 


If it wasn’t for the £25 pay packet every Friday he’d have 
told the foreman where to stuff his job. 


>K>KK 
‘Get your finger out, West!’ 
‘’e’s in a vile mood!’ Alan Marsh muttered. 


Hair bouncing atop his huge head, face like yesterday’s sour 
grapes, panting from climbing the ladder too quickly, the 
foreman walked out along the steel beam to where Donald 
and his mate tried to mend the cable carrying molten metal 
down the production line. 


‘If you don’t bloody get that fixed fast you’re for the sack. 
West!’ 


Donald placed his tools on the beam. 
‘No aggravation, Don... ’ 


Brushing his mate’s hand aside, Donald got to his feet. ‘You 
fuckin’ cunt!’ he said. 


The foreman grinned. ‘Ahhh, so it’s out now. Okay, West - 
pick up your cards!’ 


‘Sure,’ Donald replied. Smiling. 


The foreman was taken by surprise. He didn’t know what to 
do and decided on retreat back along the beam. As he 
turned .. 


‘Take that!’ 


The foreman spun off-balance, arms out in desperation. His 
head reeled from the unexpected blow, his feet slipping on 
the steel. 


Donald laughed, brandishing his long screwdriver with the 
minute flecks of blood on its blade. 


‘Oh, God!’ Donald’s mate slithered between them, flat on 
his belly against the cold steel. His fingers fought to grip 
part of the foreman’s clothing. 


‘Leave the rat!’ Donald kicked at his mate’s hand. 


The foreman’s legs straddled the beam, his eyes wild. Down 
below, like a Hell a-fire with fiery longing, a huge vat of 
molten metal waited to be poured into troughs that would 
eventually fill ingot moulds. 


‘Don - Christ, no! It’s bloody murder!’ 
Donald’s heart pounded. Murder - the ultimate kick. 
‘Help me!’ The foreman’s alarmed yell rattled his attacker. 


‘Oh, Jesus ... .’ Alan Marsh clung in desperation. 
‘Don’t let ‘im fall in, pal!’ 


‘Fry the bastard!’ Donald jumped across his mate, almost 
knocking the foreman off his perch. Sweat beaded his face. 
He had to get out of here. 


‘S’truth, Don - lend a hand?’ 


Donald clambered down the ladder, reached the shop floor. 
He wished he could stay. He’d never seen a man plop into 
molten metal. But he had to get distance between death 


and a crazy lynch mob of former mates. These blokes 
weren't the type to sit back and do nothing. They’d as soon 
tear him limb from limb once news of his viciousness got 
around. 


As he made it to the exit he glanced up. 


Alan still clung to the foreman, holding him out of danger’s 
hot flames. 


There goes a good paying job, Donald thought as he raced 
for his battered old car. It really bugged him that he’d put in 
a couple of hours for no pay ... 


Nero used a handkerchief to wipe perspiration from his 
forehead. Keeping fingers crossed he walked down the 
police station steps and hurried to the other side of the 
street. The boozer was open, and he needed a pint fast. 


Jack George sat alone at a table, lager half finished before 
him as cigarette smoke coiled round his disorderly hair. His 
red-rimmed eyes fixed on Nero and he waved to an empty 
chair beside him. 


‘Naw,’ Nero said marching straight to the bar. ‘Come over 
here.’ He didn’t feel like being seated yet. 


‘You're in a lather.’ 


Nero nodded, tapped the Tavern sign. ‘Pint, mate!’ As Jack 
slowly ambled to the bar he asked, ‘Yours?’ 


‘| got one.’ 
‘Christ, it’s hot... ’ 


Jack grinned. ‘It’s just you, Nero.’ 


‘Yeah! | been with the fuzz ... ’ 
Jack backed away a half-step. 


‘Nuthin’ | did. Bleedin’ Brass bashed a couple of coppers an’ 
damned near killed one.’ 


‘You ain’t mixin’ it with the Brass, are you?’ 
Nero didn’t like the way Jack stared at him. 


‘| mean,’ Jack continued as he searched for information 
without actually seeming to be prying, ‘are you in the 
middle ‘tween ’em and the fuzz?’ 


Drinking half a pint in one throat-relaxing gulp Nero filled his 
former mate in. He told the story just as it had happened. 
Right down to his interview that morning. The one with 
shocks in store and relief at the end. 


‘So this Sergeant O'Regan tells me how they've got a bloody 
good tip-off on the Brass. Man, | was shattered. He even had 
the bloke’s name and address. He didn’t want me to grass 
‘cause he liked how we got an ambulance for his lads. 
Christ, was | ever sweating blood!’ 


Jack George placed both elbows on the bar-counter. His face 
had a seriousness reflecting the mentally agreed upon 
desperation of Nero’s predicament. ‘I don’t envy you, mate,’ 
he said slowly. ‘| wouldn’t want to run afoul of the Brass. 
Those bastards are hard, man. Hard an’ mean.’ 


‘Don’t | bloody know it,’ Nero sighed. 
‘I’ve heard they’ve got chapels all over now.’ 


‘Chapels?’ Nero wasn’t fully up on the scene. 


‘Yeah, like in Fleet Street’s printin’ unions.’ 


‘Jeeze ....’ Nero remembered how it had been one night in 
London. He’d missed his train home and walked round 
Strand, Kingsway, Fleet Street. He’d been ‘bombed’ six 
times by newspaper delivery lorries - blokes tossing rotten 
Covent Garden tomatoes from their cabs. He’d seen poor 
drop-out slobs and Sally Ann latecomers get the treatment. 
He’d seen a snooty Mayfair type get soaked with piss- 
missile, too. 


‘They’re not printers, mind you,’ Jack said. ‘Just creeps usin’ 
the name.’ 


‘I’m glad!’ Nero finished his pint. ‘I’m goin’, mate.’ 
‘I’ll buy one...’ 


‘Not for me. | promised to let the crowd know.’ 
‘You got a bird who keeps you in line?’ 


Nero held back on what could have been the end of a 
friendship. He didn’t like anyone telling him he was 
Subjected to hen-pecking. He wasn’t. His bird did what he 
ordered. After all, his nickname ‘Nero’ came from the fact 
that he fiddled cheerfully as the birds burned their collective 
arses for his crunch. 


“Nero’ ... God, how many of the dolly-birds would have 
Shared his pad if they’d known he’d been born Charles 
Alexander Walter Bruce Morrison? 


‘My bird isn’t demandin’,’ Nero growled and shoved his glass 
across the counter. ‘You’re buyin’ - a pint!’ Waiting for his 
drink he began to wonder if, perhaps, he had let himself get 
carried away with this ‘Magpie’ lark. Nobody could voice a 
word against Joan in his presence although she was more 


responsible for the clog-wearing Sorts and spreading 
‘Smoothies’ than a parcel of fashion columnists and small- 
news-day reporters. 


But had he allowed himself to get caught up in a fraternity 
that asked for brotherly love between the ‘Kop,’ ‘The Shed’, 
those other terraced terrorised ends throughout football? 


He was in a turmoil. One of fadism’s embroilic dissensions. 


Frankly, he loved the status quo that existed - the hold the 
lines attitude of so many colleagues. He didn’t want to see 
skinheads go the way of Brass. Nor did he want a simpering, 
fawning bunch tagged with the name ‘camp’, ‘Shit on Grass 
an’ queers,’ he muttered. 


Jack George smiled, slid the beer along the bar. As a natural 
hold-backer he understood. Sympathised. Not for anything 
would he want the dilemma of decision facing his old mate. 
Not for any bird - any fad! 


Skinhead may be dead but the image lives on! It was time 
to declare loyalties. 


‘Jack, wot about joinin’ us?’ 

‘You’re kiddin’!’ 

‘lL ain’t. Come on, we're not a bad lot...’ 
‘You got a leader, then?’ 


Nero considered this. That was what they’d overlooked, ‘No- 
o-o! 


‘When you do.’ 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Their clubroom had all the disadvantages of a barn. And not 
Surprisingly; it was a barn. Complete with hay and farming 
gear. Not to mention the stench of horse and cow and 
manure. 


‘We've got to have one bloke willin’ to lead,’ Phil said. 


Nero nodded. He’d pruned his lieutenant - convinced that 
any resultant vote would automatically arrive at his 
conclusion: Nero Morrison for leader! 


John Saunderson moved a pitchfork and settled on a bale of 
his father’s hay. He’d been responsible for getting them the 
clubroom and he thought, not unnaturally, he should stand 
for the top spot. Without him the group would be a loose 
collection meeting in pubs or on street- corners or in some 
Sleazy caff. 


‘Why?’ 


All eyes turned on Bessie. She’d really gone Sort. Her 
knitted knee-length stockings dazzled with colour, her green 
clogs brilliant against browning hay. 


Phil looked at Nero for guidance. This they had not 
anticipated. 


Before Nero could jump in and show his personal longings, 
his ambitions, Joan came to the rescue. She did not know 
what was a-foot but she did feel Nero was the one man to 
bring their lot to national prominence. 


‘We're a bunch of nothings,’ she told the gang. ‘I remember 
what it was in Plaistow when skinheads first came to fame.’ 


She smiled as memory walked across her mind. ‘Maybe 
some of you don’t like me mentionin’ Joe Hawkins but he 
was a leader. He made his mob famous.’ 


Nero spat. ‘Look where it got 'im,’ he snarled. 


Joan spun and faced her lover. ‘Yeah - he did okay. Every 
bird in the East End dropped her knickers when Joe wanted 
a bit. All the blokes respected him, too.’ 


Nero grinned. ‘I don’t do bad with birds!’ 


Dropping to the strawed floor of the barn, John Saunderson 
frowned at Nero’s flippancy and stood tall before his 
minions. He loved the temporary touch of power that flowed 
through him, the way the rest gazed at him. All expectant, 
all silent. 


‘Fuck Joe Hawkins! He’s not a Smooth - | am!’ He touched 
his Fair Isle sweater with its multi-coloured wool hugging his 
athletic frame. He fondled his satin jacket. Symbols, maybe. 
But insignia, too. ‘We've been arsin’ around on his “Magpie” 
kick like we were a fan club for some stupid movie-star. 
We're not! We're us - Smoothies and Sorts. We're not Brass 
and we're not suedes anymore. | say we've got to have a 
leader and somebody who isn’t just interested in birds.’ 


‘Man, that’s talkin’.’ Phil said to Nero’s annoyance. 
‘Belt up!’ Bessie snapped and took a swipe at Phil. 


Nero joined his opponent on the floor. ‘What do we want? - 
that’s the question. Do we want to be bleedin’ milksops? Or 
hard-heads? I’m not for Brass an’ bloody murder but I’m not 
givin’ up the chance of bashin’ a head or kickin’ the shit 
outta some straight.’ 


John smiled sardonically. ‘Nobody’s said anything about 
that, Nero. Are you running for leader, then? Against me?’ 


For a moment the meeting enjoyed the prospect of a 
confrontation using physical violence. They’d been weaned 
an aggro, understood it as the simple method for solving 
problems. 


‘You want to lead us?’ Nero asked in some amazement. 
‘Why not? Don’t you?’ 

‘Vote on it,’ Joan suggested to keep the peace. 

Nero shrugged. ‘I’m game.’ 


‘Nero for me,’ Phil shouted in an attempt to make up for his 
former lapse. 


Dick Chester and Terry Murphy said it together: ‘John for 
mel!’ 


Heads nodded, hands waved as the crowd tried to influence 
by dint of gesture. One of the mob hauled out a bottle of 
beer and shared it in an effort to get his mate to agree on 
his choice. Emotions raced high. Hot. 


Joan had to make her choice. Nero was, for the most part, a 
bloody good lover and a bloke who could, on occasion, be 
counted to come up with a decent aggro. She didn’t ever 
want aggravation to drop from their scene. If she had 
matured and found its vicarious thrills slightly less 
entertaining that didn’t mean she had forgotten all the 
pleasures of putting the boot in (clog now!). Yet, John had 
more going for him. The clubhouse, for one. And a more 
determined attitude towards advancement. She loathed 
John’s lack of enthusiasm for the ‘Magpie’ lark but that was 


now past tense. ‘Magpie’ had done something for them - 
formed a new cult. One couldn’t be expected to adhere 
strictly to a scenario writer’s dream child. 


The final decision rested on Joan’s shoulders. 
‘Make it me,’ Nero hissed privately. 

Joan felt empty inside. 

‘You're the one,’ John said. 


Conscious of the crowd, Joan touched Nero’s arm. ‘Can | say 
something?’ 


Nero sensed defeat. He bowed to Joe Hawkins! In his mind 
the conflict between the imprisoned Joe and what they were 
trying to form had been a losing battle. Joan could no more 
admit that Hawkins and his ilk had stamped her than she 
could accept the fact that Brian - her legal husband - had 
found another woman more eager to cater for his sexual 
perversions. 


‘Go ahead,’ Nero allowed with a generosity he did not feel. 


‘I’m not for havin’ one leader,’ Joan said loudly. ‘I think we're 
old enough to admit that John and Nero both have the right 
ideas ...’ 


John grinned, struck out his hand. 


Nero, taken aback by this compromise, hesitated. Then, 
laughing when Joan winked, shook John’s hand. 


‘Mind you,’ Joan continued after this gesture of friendship, ‘I 
wouldn’t want Nero tellin’ me what to do at a football 
match. Nor would | want John sayin’ how | should dress.’ She 


pointed at the farmer’s son. ‘Not bad but, for crissakes, let’s 
make him go whole hog!’ 


John gestured with two fingers up her kilt. ‘Like it or not 
that’s my limit. I’ve got to live with my old man and he isn’t 
in Our class.’ 


Nero, partially satisfied, suggested: ‘Why don’t we take 
week an’ week about?’ 


‘Bloody hell - no!’ Bessie screwed her features into an 
agonised rejection. ‘Let’s do it Joan’s way. You have the say 
so until it comes to football,’ she told Nero. 
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Alone in his room, the night noise of the farm filtering 
through his open windows, John Saunderson considered the 
pro’Ss and con’s of this latest development. He’d have 
preferred sole leadership. Just as Nero would have, too. 


He had seen the wisdom of not splitting the mob. What they 
were doing could not stand a division at a stage when so 
much depended on presenting a united front to others 
interested in Arlingham’s Smoothie-progress. 


Yet... 


‘Blast!’ He pulled his clothes off, lay naked on the bed. 
Smoke wreathed round his head and he studied the ugly 
stain on the ceiling. One day, maybe, his father would have 
a farmhand repair the loose roof tile. 


Or would that duty be left to him when he inherited the 
family holding? 


The idea of being a successful farmer did not appeal. He 
wanted to depart from a century-old tradition. With the loot 
from the land he could do whatever he wanted with his life. 


What did he want? 

A bird, for a starter. Somebody like that sizzling Joan. 
Then? 

A gang of his own! 


At heart he loved aggro. He’d have his boys trained. They’d 
be harder than any Brass. 


Grinding his butt in an ashtray he sat upright. He could get 
the blokes on the warpath this coming Saturday. As such, he 
didn’t support a particular team although he had worn a 
Spurs scarf as a kid. This weekend Tottenham were away to 
Everton. Chelsea and Fulham were at home. 


Craven Cottage! 
He grinned. He’d enjoy tearing the new stands apart. 


Lighting another cigarette he frowned. Maybe they’d be 
better off going to Stamford Bridge. The ground was having 
its share of problems what with kids being allowed to 
occupy areas on the pitch side of the rails. 


Yeah, those ‘Shed’ bastards could give them a real battle! 
Chelsea - and a bloody good fight... 


Smoking steadily he searched his memory of the farm 
outbuildings. More than anywhere else he could get 
weapons right here. He’d want things they could hide inside 
their clothing. In the few days remaining he could whip up a 


cosh or four from old spade handles, turn rusting machinery 
parts into knuckle-dusters, fashion knives from discarded 
files and the likes. 


God, they’d have an arsenal! 


He lay back laughing, eyes closing sleepily. Arsenal - 
arsenal! The Gunners and gunning down those ‘Shed’ skins! 
What a lark ... 


Nero Morrison opened the door and blinked at the sudden 
burst of light from a torch. 


‘Okay, slob - inside!’ 

Rough hands pushed him back. 

‘Who’s there?’ Joan’s voice called from the other room. 
‘A bird,’ one of Nero’s uninvited guests said. 


With the low wattage overhead light beaming down on them 
Nero could see who they were - Brass. The faces still floated 
on an indistinct fog as his eyes fought to adjust. That bloody 
flashlight had been powerful! 


‘Wot... ?’ Nero said. 
A hand bounced off his cheek. 
‘Wait until you’re spoken to, mate!’ 


There were five of them, all wearing the paramilitary outfits: 
all carrying pickaxe handles. Three wore woollen head- 
masks whilst the pair with scarves tied to the lower portions 
of their faces brandished fists at him. 


‘Where’s your booze?’ 


Nero blinked foolishly. He was at a hell of a disadvantage. 
He’d been about to hop into bed with Joan. All he had on 
was a pair of flashy Marks and Spencers uni-briefs. 


If only | had boots on, he thought. 
‘Nero ...Oh, God!!’ 


Joan huddled inside her street coat. Her face looked terrible, 
her eyes bulging with fear. 


A fist smashed into Nero’s chest knocking him back against 
Joan. ‘I asked where’s the booze?’ a hard voice growled. 


‘Lain’t got any...’ 

‘No booze, Charlie!’ 

e's lyin’ - go take a look.’ 

Joan pressed tight to Nero. Whispered: ‘Do somethin’ quick.’ 


One of the Brass heard, took a step forward. His eyes 
glittered inside the head-mask. Suddenly, his hand darted 
out, tore the girls coat open. 


‘Christ!’ 
‘Bleedin’ balls - she’s built!’ 


Nero felt blood rush to his head. They weren’t going to rape 
his bird. Not inside his own pad. 


ʻI wouldn’t, mate,’ a Brass said. 


‘Naw, don’t,’ another snarled. ‘We’ve got enough on you 
already.’ 


Joan’s frightened gaze swept the strangers. She couldn’t 
bring herself to wrap the coat about her again. Her mind 
screamed: don’t antagonise them. 


‘Hit ‘im!’ 


Nero heard the order, saw the three clubs lift. ‘No!’ he 
yelled, ducking. 


Joan screamed. She felt Nero’s blood splatter on her naked 
thigh. This couldn’t be happening! Yet - it was! Nero lay on 
the threadbare carpet, head crimsoned. Like Nazis 
delighting in the demise of a detested Jew the Brass 
continued to beat him, their clubs smashing at his 
unprotected flesh. 


‘Let’s see ‘ow you do it,’ a voice said above the heavy 
thuds. 


Joan shuddered, tried to pull away. But the hands on her 
shoulders were too secure, too determined. In seconds she 
was flung across the bed. 


‘Man, you're never gonna forget this jump!’ 


Closing her eyes as the Brass dropped his trousers, Joan 
wondered if they’d all insist on their brutal rights. With Nero 
unconscious she didn’t see the sense of fighting to preserve 
something she’d squandered so often. All she hoped was 
that they’d try to make it good for her, too... 
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Inspector Blake laid his pipe in an ashtray and stared 
Straight across his office to where O’Regan sat upright in a 
hard-backed chair. The atmosphere was crucial, pregnant for 
decisions. 


‘Dammit, we’ve got to stamp out this gang.’ 
‘The lads are working hard, sir.’ 
‘How is Ford?’ 


O’Regan frowned and dropped his eyes. ‘Pretty serious. The 
doctor believes he will never return to duty.’ 


‘His wife?’ 


‘Unable to grasp the situation. It was an awful blow losing 
the child, sir ... ’ The sergeant fumbled in his tunic pocket, 
withdrew a packet of Wrigley’s gum and unwrapped one 
‘stick’. Chewing now, he got to his feet, ‘She’s in need of 
husbandly company!’ 


‘| seldom interfere but ... ° Blake pulled a face. ‘Ask her if 
she'd like to stay with us for a while.’ 


The silence between them spoke louder than all the 
humanities either could have expressed. O’Regan withheld 
his surprise at the gesture, Blake refused to elaborate. In 
fact, he was more shocked by his instantaneous rush to the 
‘colours’ than his sergeant. It was so unlike him. So contrary 
to his officiousness - his staying aloof. 


‘I’ve asked young Fuller to infiltrate this mob, sir.’ 


Blake sighed, Les Fuller had his blessing. The detective- 
constable’s enthusiasm and his perspicacity would take him 
far up the Force’s tree. ‘Savage beatings, rape, mayhem of 
every category - it’s got to be punished, sergeant.’ 


‘Once we get West we'll have their backs broken.’ 


‘| hope so ... | hope so,’ Blake mused and refilled his pipe. 


KKK 


Joan hurt all over. Lying on the bed she stared at the light 
She could not switch off. The ambulance men had tried to 
coax her to take a sedative but she’d ignored their 
entreaties. She’d recover come daylight. Not Nero. A 
fractured skull and God-knows what internal injuries. 


I’ve got to leave the flat, she thought. They'll come back for 
seconds and | couldn’t take that! 


The memory of those horrible sixty minutes flooded back 
and she writhed. What beasts! What rotten bastards! 


God, Brian in his perverted-cups couldn’t compare! 


I'll never be the same again, she thought for the umpteenth 
time. 


Unable to sleep, to find forgetfulness, she got up. Making 
tea she wondered if, perhaps, she should make it a final 
degradation and ask Brian for a second chance. After all, 
what she’d undergone beneath the Brass wasn’t any worse 
than the things her ‘husband’ lusted for outside their 
marriage. If she’d suffered unwillingly she could surely 
accept as a matter of duty. 


‘No!’ she screamed and upset the tea. 
Poor Nero! 


Calmly now, she washed out her cup and saucer, poured 
fresh tea. She had a cheek to bitch about her tribulations 
when her lover lay in a sterile hospital bed with doctors 
deciding how to save his life. 


What can | do? flashed through her mind. 


Brian and another go at their marriage did not honestly 
appeal. But where? Yes, where could she escape from the 
Brass? She remembered the last one panting as he reached 
his climax: ‘l'Il be back for more - you’re fantastic ... ’ 


By then she’d been completely beaten into submission. 
They’d taken their pleasures - one by one - and each had his 
own bizarre variation on the oldest theme. It had seemed to 
her that they each tried to out-do their mates by ‘inventing’ 
a new shame. 


Finishing her cuppa, she wandered aimlessly round the tiny 
flat. She should pack her belongings and walk the streets. 
But she had never been one for giving up present comforts. 
Oh, she’d taken one bull by its horns when she came to 
Arlingham. But no more. She wanted some security. Some 
Shelter over her head. The idea of sharing Anne’s flat 
providing she could entertain the sexually greedy landlord 
scared her shitless. 


She looked in the mirror. She hadn’t altered physically. The 
blemish didn’t show. Yet, it was there - marked in indelible 
shame. 


Bewitched, buggered, bewildered! 
That was her! 

And worse, too! 

What about John Saunderson? 


She stared at her reflection and postured. Could she fool 
him? Could she fool any man after tonight? 


Her body ached for release. Not one of the Brass had cared 
for her needs. She had heard - once - a Dean Martin number 


called ‘Wham, Bam — Thank You, Ma’am’. 
That’s what they’d done. Without the thanks! 


She couldn’t bring herself to seek the lonely girl’s way out. 
That was for the bastards who brought certain glossy men’s 
magazines. Her kind didn’t romp on a hot, sweating bed 
with a ‘ghostly’ partner. They did something concrete about 
their desperations. Like getting a real man to make them 
whole again.. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Not far from Arlingham the government had set up a 
temporary camp to handle the influx of Ugandan Asians. 


Contrary to the sincere hopes of those do-gooders and 
Church-organisations full of the joys of humanitarianism the 
ordinary people of Arlingham objected. Strongly. 


One man - and one man alone - stood out for just how 
strong those feelings were. 


As John Saunderson said: ‘We’ve got to make these Asians 
realise they’re not welcome here!’ 


John did his best to quell the sound ... When he had the floor 
again he pleaded, ‘No republican feelings! We're for the 
Queen. She can’t say how she’d like Enoch for Prime 
Minister ... it ain’t done, you see.’ 


‘Why not?’ Terry asked. 
‘’Cause she’s Queen, is why, you nit!’ 


‘If she signs the papers she’s gotta have a say,’ Denis 
remarked. 


Glancing across at Joan, John smiled softly. It had been a 
struggle to convince her that he could afford a small flat for 
her. One he could visit almost every night. One that the 
Brass didn’t know about - and, for that matter, one Nero 
didn’t suspect. 


‘I’m for the Queen,’ John said deliberately, ready to defend 
his monarch against all-comers and finding none up to 
scratch. ‘We don’t want the Pakkis and Sikhs. We don’t want 
them here so let’s show ’em, eh?’ 


‘Bash the Pakkis,’ Joan screamed, hands aloft. ‘All for aggro 
Say yes!’ 


Like a fixed American Republican convention all hands shot 
upwards. Unanimous! 


KKK 


The campsite had a fence but was not guarded. The do- 
gooders hadn’t the sense to gauge public opinion before 
thrusting a problem upon the local community. In their eyes 
what they did was right. Nothing else counted. Not the man- 
in-the-street, not the seething rebellion that bubbled and 
boiled under a placid surface,’ 


‘Bleedin’ shame,’ John mentioned. 


They all shared his disgust. The former Ministry of Defence 
land had been verboten for every Arlingham scheme to re- 
develop the land. Now, suddenly, they had come to the 
realisation that the forces did not really require this training 
ground after all. 


They looked. Smack in the centre of the camp a fire burned 
outdoors. Figures wearing saris, dhotis and turbans paraded 
leisurely round this focal point. Lights shone from 


uncurtained windows in hurriedly reconditioned army huts. 
What was good enough for a British soldier wasn't, 
apparently, good enough for one of the non-British Asians. 


‘O.K ... now here’s how we're gonna go in,’ John said as his 
followers gathered round. ‘The blokes head straight for that 
fire an’ hit out at anythin’ moving!’ 


Some of the mob shuffled, taking in the distance from 
entrance to fire. It was approximately one hundred yards. 


John understood what was bothering them. ‘Crissakes, don’t 
you want to bash ’em? 


Phil inclined his head, eyes narrow slits. ‘| do but ...’ He 
gestured with his three-foot long spade handle. ‘We could 
get the shit kicked out of us.’ 


Joan sneered at him. ‘Great! Just terrific!’ She swung on the 
rest then. ‘What’s the matter? Are you all goin’ chicken?’ 


‘Bleedin’ hell, Joan,’ Phil muttered, chastised. ‘There’s a 
bunch of teeners there.’ 


Even Joan had to admit their chances of coming out of this 
aggravation unscathed were remote. Somebody would react 
and that could fire off a massive retaliation. 


‘We've got surprise goin’ for us,’ John insisted. ‘They won’t 
know what’s hittin’ ’em. We’ll be on the way out before they 
recover their wits.’ Suddenly, he smiled. An idea burst like 
an H-bomb in his mind. ‘Il know!’ he said loudly. ‘Kick the 
bleedin’ fire over their huts ... ’ 


Phil grinned. ‘Yeah, man!’ 


Walking back and forth as a general would study a 
battlefield prior to sending his fresh troops over the top, 
John surveyed the territory nearest the entrance gate. 
Slipping knuckledusters on his right hand he rubbed these 
lovingly, turned back to his followers. 


‘Tear those huts apart, Joan. Wait until we have ’em runnin’ 
wild. | don’t want the birds gettin’...’ 


‘Sorts’ Joan corrected. 


‘Okay ... okay,’ he replied hastily. ‘And be ready to take off 
when we come out!’ he added in warning. 


Raising his arm with the knuckledusters gleaming he 
shouted: ‘Let’s go ... and no knives, remember. We don’t 
want to be called Brass!’ 


Bunching on his heels, the Smoothies laughed tightly. 
Breaking into a trot they went through the gate, forming a 
spearhead shape as their feet began to thunder on the 
cracked concrete of the one-time base. All fears had 
vanished with the prospect of aggro looming so large. Each 
emoted the adrenalin-charged thrill so common in their 
breed. This was their reason for being, for living. 


As they swept forward the flanks got their chance. 


Spade-shafts crudely fashioned into long clubs smashed at 
moving people. 


Already, John had reached the area of the fire. His farm- 
boots kicked. Burning embers flew. 


An Asian of about thirty tried to grapple with John, got 
knuckledusters in his face. He stumbled back, bloody face 
held in brown hands. 


In minutes bodies littered the scene. The Smoothies worked 
fast, efficiently. Nobody was spared. Not men, women or 
children. Those who tried to halt the invasion got the worst 
treatment - usually three Smooths battering with frenzied 
ferocity until their opponent lay bleeding, unconscious. 


‘The fire, mates!’ 


John slashed at a huge Sikh knocking his turban into the fire. 
His boot caught the man in the groin, followed this with a 
nose-busting knuckleduster assault. 


Bending, he grabbed a fresh log partly alight at its tip. 
Whirling it he charged a pathetic, frightened group and sent 
them scattering. Arm back he paused. ‘Let’s burn ’em out,’ 
he yelled and flung the log through a hut window. 


All around the fire Smoothies fought off an Asian attempt to 
save their ‘homes’. 


Tools did terrible damage. Fire-sticks flamed and arced as 
the huts caught the worst of the attack. 


Phil swung his heavy spade-handle like a scythe, mowing 
down Asians like ten-pins in a bowling alley. And as his 
victims staggered away in agony, others came to batter 
them into insensibility. 


By now the battlefield looked like a slaughter-house. 


Down by the gate, Joan and her Sorts rampaged through the 
huts, destroying everything in sight. Those who came 
forward to stop the carnage got caught between vicious 
girls out to prove that they, too, could cope. 


A fat Asian woman shuffled forward, sari flowing. Joan 
grinned, hit her in the soft gut with a chair-leg. As the 


woman sank to her knees puffing and wheezing Joan 
slammed the leg down on her unprotected head. She heard 
the crunch of bone, laughed. 


A pot-bellied stove caught her eye. She beckoned Bessie 
and Eileen, got a bed-end and began to lever the heater. In 
seconds it lay burning the wooden floor, coals spilling 
outwards from its open side. 


When John saw a group of determined Asian teenagers race 
across the darkened camp he yelled: ‘That’s it! Retreat ... 
out like hell!’ 


Phil swung, bashed another turbaned man, spotted the 
advancing army. Fear trickled down his sides in sweat. 
Automatically his hand shot inside his shirt and withdrew a 
flick-knife. 


‘Back off, you killin’ bastards,’ John screamed as fire caught 
the blade in glinting menace. 


Huts burned out of control now. Men and women left the 
fighting to the youngsters as they tried to save their 
belongings. 


John grabbed Phil’s shoulder. ‘Fuck you, man... run!’ 


The other Smoothies were pounding the concrete, leaving 
their two companions to their own devices. 


An Asian teenager shot into sight, took a jump forward. 


Without hesitation Phil’s knife lanced, cut through flesh. 
Blood spurted, spilled over Phil’s satin jacket. 


John slammed his knuckles into an oncoming face, felt the 
satisfying jar shudder along his arm. 


Phil slashed again, slicing the Asian’s face open down one 
cheek. 


‘I’m goin’,’ John barked. 


The knife dropped from Phil’s hand. His club broke a 
reaching forearm. He swung, whirlwinded a path through 
the five Asians ganging up before him. Then, he chased John 
to the gate. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


Constable Gray had a soft touch duty to perform. Although 
his superiors considered his task important he felt it 
belonged in that category of easy assignments. 


He entered the hospital, spoke to the duty sister and 
proceeded directly to Nero Morrison’s ward. His brief was 
Simplicity itself. Question the man and ascertain the names 
of those attached to his Smoothies mob. 


Two years ago Gray had been a butcher’s helper. Blood and 
dismembered bodies meant absolutely nothing to him. Even 
the human kind could be mentally switched to look like a 
side of beef or a frozen New Zealand lamb. But he had 
never gotten used to seeing a living being in the early 
stages of recovery from a savage beating. That he didn’t 
like. Nor could he honestly convince himself that this was in 
any way, shape or form a slaughtered beast on a slab for 
future consumption. 


When he gazed down at Nero the constable emoted. He 
didn’t wish to question this pathetic creature. In fact, he 
wanted to smile sympathy and clear out fast. 


‘Er...’ His throat felt dry. 


Nero looked up, sighed. Another fuzz - When were they 
going to leave him alone. In peace. 


‘We're trying to help,’ Gray said with mental fingers crossed. 
‘We'd like to get statements from all your friends. Could you 
tell us their names, sir?’ 


‘Why?’ 


Gray shifted his huge feet and placed his weight on the left. 
He searched his pockets for a notebook, striving to affect an 
nonchalance he did not really feel. 


‘You're after the blokes for somethin’... ’ 


‘Not so, sir!’ Gray came up with pencil and paper. ‘Some of 
them might remember a feature, a mode of dress...’ 


‘Shit!’ 
‘Sir?’ 


Nero tried to grin. It hurt. All of him hurt. He decided against 
sarcastic facial gestures. ‘I ain’t givin’ a name away.’ 


Gray’s shocked expression amused Nero. But not when the 
constable explained: ‘Your lads caused a lot of trouble last 
night, sir. Burned down homes and injured several aliens... ’ 


Now Nero fumed. They’d tried to trick him. The bastards. 
‘Screw off, mate,’ he growled. ‘Pakkis deserve what they 
get!’ 


‘These were Ugandan Asians, sir,’ Gray said as if that 
changed the situation. 


‘Even better,’ Nero snarled. ‘We’d be better off without 
them!’ He closed his eyes, pushed the policeman’s image 


from his brain and concentrated on what he thought the 
most likely method for dealing with the coloureds. 


Constable Gray shook his head sorrowfully and replaced his 
notebook. It hadn’t been such a simple chore. He’d be given 
a dressing down by the sergeant. 


REACTION 


screamed the Daily Mercury’s scare headline. A photograph 
accompanied the write-up showing demolished huts and 
weeping Asians standing in the middle of what had been a 
happy ‘Social Security’ abode. 


TEENAGE GANG GO ON RAMPAGE 
said the sub-heading. 


Last night, the text read, a gang of vicious hoodlums 
attached a defenceless Ugandan Asian camp and caused 
considerable damage - not to mention serious personal 
injury - in an effort to drive out those they consider to be 
unwelcome to our shores. 


Their unprovoked attack has brought immediate reactions 
from those sources directly concerned with the resettlement 
of these unfortunates. 


Bishop Haley commented: ‘Disgraceful. We are all innocents 
in God’s sight. When will the ignorant realise that Britain is 
not a ‘‘tight little island reserved exclusively for whites?" ’ 


Sir Charles Ignace-Kingston of the Jobs for Ugandan Asians 
declared: | deplore violence in any form. This type of 
racialist intolerance deserves the contempt of the 
community at large. We have an obligation to make these 
people an integral part of our society. Regardless of what 


the mass of unemployed think we must - as a matter of 
national pride - get them into jobs with the utmost haste. 
They are industrious workers and an asset to the nation’. 


Bimal Chakravarti, spokesman for Ealing Sikh Community 
Relations Council said: | am appalled by this white teenage 
objection to the resettlement of our relatives. They are not 
aliens. They are British — more so, in some cases, than a 
Cockney or a Mancunian. They have every right to occupy 
areas specifically Sikh.’ 


The  high-circulation middle-class ‘Enterprise’ took a 
different viewpoint. It said, in part... 


‘Nobody can deny the boiling-point emotions of the 
unemployed brought about by statements issued from 
various agencies regarding the urgent need to employ these 
displaced persons. One cannot but sympathise with native 
Britishers when they take the law into their own hands to 
safeguard a future that victory over Nazi Germany seemed 
to offer. 


‘We won one war but we have since bowed the knee to 
African blackmail. 


‘A student of politics has only to glance at his reference 
books to find the cause of our present dilemma. The Left- 
Wing forced us - during a period of Labour domination - to 
accept responsibilities which we were not able to meet nor 
to reasonably accept in the foreseeable future.’ 


Then it went on to say: 


‘Violence is not the solution. Nor is governmental dictate. 
What we need is a new set of values. A new approach to an 
ancient problem before it brings about a rift that cannot be 
healed. 


‘Government Ministers have to declare themselves and not 
Shelter behind probabilities. Rippon dithered and got the 
“treatment” he formerly received from Common Market 
negotiators. He took it - but must we, the British people, 
always be subjected to this humility? 


‘Cannot we definitely state in advance of weakly giving in to 
dictatorships round the globe that the British are still a force 
to reckon with and that we are capable of standing alone - 
against the forces of evil ... be they black or white?’ 


KKK 


John Saunderson placed the newspapers on the floor. He 
glowed in the aftermath of his venture. And he counted it as 
a personal triumph. The others had been very reluctant to 
attack an Asian camp yet his power of persuasion had won 
through. 


‘The damned trouble is to make these out-of-touch bastards 
get the idea we don’t want their scum,’ he told Joan. 


‘You know why?’ she asked, reclining on the bed. 


‘Tell me!’ He grinned, smugly aware that leadership brought 
more than aggro thrills. 


‘We’re not in the stockbroker belt,’ Joan said. ‘They wouldn’t 
want Pakkis or Sikh’s in their back gardens. They’re all right 
providing it happens to somebody else - like those poor 
Slobs in Southall or Bradford or Manchester. If Orpington and 
Farnham and Middlewich got the bastards inside their 
domains they’d soon holler.’ 


‘Hey...’ 


John paced the room, conscious of a non-violent attack on 
the hated Asians. He let the idea develop. Worried it into 
vocalised regularity. Then, leaning against a wall ... 


‘What if | wrote to a newspaper as a “Smoothie” begging for 
a hearing?’ 


‘It wouldn’t work unless you got the yellow-rags to accept it 
as a life-story of a cultist.’ 


‘So?’ he laughed. 


Joan had the tickles between her thighs. She liked this bloke. 
More than Brian. More than Dazzler and Nero. He had a 
certain class. An instinct for upper-class thinking that could 
result in a changed status for themselves. She had to get 
him round to believing that she - and she alone - was the 
force driving his ambitions to their ‘natural’ conclusion. 


‘It'd have to be under a different name, John.’ 
‘Not on your life!’ 


She pouted, closed her legs. That usually got him going. He 
always said he liked to see the Gates of Heaven. Morning, 
noon and night. 


‘Spread ’em,’ he ordered. 


‘| don’t let any stupid bastard screw me,’ she replied. ‘I 
thought you had acumen. What happens when you blab 
about doin’ those Asians? They'll nab you, is what.’ 


John paced the room again. She was perfectly correct. He’d 
have stuck his head in for the chopper. 


‘John ... Please sell the story but not in your name.’ 


He nodded thoughtfully. He had it figured. There was one 
bloke who had escaped any suspicion of involvement 


- Nero Morrison. 
‘Right,’ he said lightly. ‘How much should | ask?’ 


Opening her legs and lying back Joan had the gratification of 
knowing that she commanded some respect from this lover. 
She could not have worked her wiles on Dazzler, Nero or, for 
that matter, Brian to this extent. Her mercenary mind 
worked out a sum even as John divested himself of clothing. 
She’s had experience of selling information to the rags. 


‘How about two grand for a start?’ 


John hopped on one foot as he extricated himself from his 
trousers. ‘You're sure?’ 


‘If they don’t like it we can clam up." 
‘I like it an’ | don’t stop trying... ’ 


Joan simpered and struggled to remove her brassiere. John 
wasn’t much of a tit-man. He considered anything above her 
navel as so much trivia. Passing fancy. Not a basic. 


‘You ready to try?’ John asked, naked. 


‘Yeah!’ Joan reclined in the same state. She had a double- 
meaning to her reply. After they got through with the 
‘passion’ they’d discuss the where’s and whyfores of his 
exposé. His account of why the Smoothies and Sorts had 
taken the law into their own hands ... 


She reached out, caught him as he leapt. Such an impatient 
youth ... 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


Nero flung his morning paper aside in disgust. He didn’t 
need a ‘Magpie’ crystal ball to know whose hand was behind 
the exposé featured prominently in the Mercury's centre- 
page spread. 


Joan! 

And the name attached to the article drove him wild. 
By Nero Morrison! 

Christ... 

‘Doc... lemme out of here!’ 

A nurse stuck her pretty head round his door.- 

‘Fuck off, kid - get my discharge!’ 


The head vanished, replaced moments later by that of the 
stout, grim sister. 


‘I’m leavin’,’ Nero announced. 
‘Not unless the police say so,’ the sister said. 
‘Call ’em then!’ 


For once the sister expressed a concern that was not strictly 
medical. ‘The articles?’ she asked with undisguised 
sympathy. 


‘Yeah - bleedin’ right! | didn’t do it... ’ 


‘You must have some strange friends,’ the sister remarked 
and left him wondering. 


By the time the police arrived - and not as a result of any 
hospital telephone call - Nero had worked himself into a 
state of nervous excitement. 


‘I want out of here,’ he hollered at the two fuzz. 


‘Sorry, mate,’ one copper grinned. ‘You’re technically a 
material witness.’ 


‘Under protective custody,’ the second said. 


‘Shit on that lark. | don’t need protection - not from your 
bloody lot!’ 


Ignoring Nero’s agitation the first constable sat on the 
visitor’s chair. His notebook appeared fast, his tongue 
unconsciously licked his pencil point. He had the voice of 
the typical movie copper - all authority, calmness and deep 
velvet. 


‘We'd like to ask certain questions about these news-paper 
articles,’ he said. 


‘ld like to ask a few meself,’ Nero shouted, hands sweeping 
the room. 


‘How did you get information to your gang... ?’ 


‘Oh, Christ,’ Nero moaned. ‘Look, mates - | didn’t do nothin’. 
I’ve been stuck inside this fuckin’ joint.’ 


‘You deny responsibility?’ the second policeman asked. 
‘Bleedin’ right!’ 


‘Names and addresses of your associates, then?’ the first 
one insisted. 


Nero grinned sadistically. ‘Ted Heath, Harold Wilson, Robert 
Carr, Michael Foot... ’ 


The notebook snapped shut. ‘This involves a serious 
offence, sir...’ 


‘Mate, it’s worse than you think,’ Nero growled. ‘Some 
bastard uses me name and collects loot. | don’t get a penny 
but | get you bastards! Check with the bloody newspaper. 
They'll know the bloke.’ 


‘Consider yourself lucky, Morrison,’ the first fuzz said. ‘If you 
hadn’t been inside here you’d have been “inside” for six 
years...’ 


‘Yeah - congratulations to me,’ Nero replied. 


Jabbing his bell-push Nero waited in silence until the sister 
came. The policemen sat impassively, eyes trying to tear 
down Nero’s defences - without any visible success. 


‘Sister - get ’em out!’ Nero called when the woman arrived. 
‘I’m feelin’ weak. They’re making me dizzy ...’ 


The same sympathy glowed in her eyes. She turned to the 
police, asked politely, ‘Gentlemen, please leave?’ 


The two coppers walked to the door. 
‘An’ don’t come back,’ Nero shouted. 


Notebook-fuzz slightly turned and smiled. ‘That we cannot 
promise, Sir.’ 


Nero felt a clammy coldness wrap his spine. He sought the 
sister’s comfort. ‘God, can’t a bloke ever escape their 
inhumanity?’ 


Belting his pillows into respectable support the woman 
smiled tenderly. ‘You’ve got us on your side, Mr Morrison ... ’ 


The smell of her femininity drove Nero wild. He wanted to 
grab her, mount her. He didn’t. Instead - his hand 
‘accidentally’ brushed the side of one tit and he struggled to 
a sitting position. Trying to appear innocent he laughed, 
said: ‘I miss it, sister.’ 


‘| don’t,’ she retorted and flounced from the room - back to 
normal now: cold, sterile, uncommunicative. 


KKK 


‘Three thousand quid,’ John said as he finished counting the 
lolly. 


Looking at the pad Joan could hardly contain her 
exuberance. There it was - like a Midas cave - spread on 
floor, table, chairs, bed, the lot. All lovely bread - freshly 
smelling straight from the bank of Fleet Street. 


‘Man, | was scared,’ John said as he began to sheaf the 
money. 


Joan knew he was thinking about the bank. If it hadn’t been 
for her he could never have cashed the cheque. She’d 
Nero’s possessions - including his papers. Letters from his 
employer hiring him on contract. Health card. Driving 
licence - and that had been the pay-off. Nero had never 
signed the bloody thing. All it took was for John to scribble 
‘Nero Morrison’ across the place marked for usual signature 
and then do the same again across the back of the 
newspaper cheque. 


That little gem had clinched it for them! 


Plus, of course, the fact she’d made John insist on an ‘open’ 
cheque. Not one going through a bank account. 


‘Where are we going?’ she asked. 


He paused momentarily, about one thousand in his hands. 
His eyes lost their sparkle. ‘What do’ya mean where do we 
go? We stay here, naturally.’ 


Joan smiled, started collecting some of the delicious paper. 
‘We should take a holiday ... Spain, Italy, wherever we like.’ 


‘Why?’ Suspicions loaded John’s voice with anxiety. 


Not wanting to frighten him Joan laughed, showed him a 
fistful of fivers. “cause we got the bread to make it good, 
man.’ 


Relaxing some, John answered, ‘I don’t want to. | can’t. I’m 
needed on the farm.’ 


‘Ain’t | the first consideration?’ Joan asked, doing her 
womanly bit. 


‘Yeah, sure - but... ’ 
‘You think more of the farm, then?’ 


‘Chrissakes, Joan,’ he groaned. ‘I’ve got a bloody stake in it. 
When the old man kicks the bucket it’s all mine.’ 


Something exploded inside Joan’s brain. The farm! It 
covered acres and acres of valuable development land. The 
house and outbuildings - at today’s inflated prices - were 
both worth a bomb. In John Saunderson she had the chance 
of becoming a wealthy woman - a being, not has-been. But 
she had to make certain of her future. 


‘Sorry, John, darling,’ she coo-ed. ‘I didn’t stop to think ... ’ 
She advanced on him, waving the generosity of the 
‘Mercury’. ‘This is our private stake, eh?’ 


‘Damned right,’ he agreed. 

‘Let’s use some of it to get my divorce from Brian?’ 
He didn’t notice the skilful trap. ‘If you want.’ 
‘We’ll shove it into a bank - a joint account.’ 


He’d been trained in handling the farm’s banking. ‘They 
won't do that... ’ 


‘Yes they will - if we sign as Mr and Mrs Saunderson ... ’ 
The notion tickled his fancy. ‘Hey, we could.’ 


‘But it must be where the two of us have to sign every 
withdrawal slip,’ she stressed. 


‘Hell, that’s okay. If it wasn’t for you...’ He left the workings 
in her ‘capable’ hands. He didn’t suspect a thing. Not even 
when she flung her arms round his neck and pressed her 
lithe body against his. 


‘We'll be a good team - always,’ she whispered. 


He believed her - not in the least worried about his 
inheritance. He still considered himself a free agent. If 
Slightly under the cosh of her machinations. But that only 
applied to their windfall. 


Or so he thought.., 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


The bloke looked older than the eighteen he admitted to but 
that didn’t bother John Saunderson. After all, life on the farm 
had given him a physique to rattle some body-builders into 
admitting they had a long way to go before their muscles 
got tuned to his perfection pitch. 


‘He’s okay,’ John said. 


Dazzler scowled. It had taken him months getting accepted 
by his former mates and, yet, this new bastard had only to 
show up and claim a Smoothie-allegiance and he was ‘in’. 


‘Wot’s his form?’ Dazzler asked. He had to make a showing, 
of course. 


Mark Young deliberately sighed aloud and faced his sole 
black-balling member. ‘I did a stretch in Pentonville for 
G.B.H. | got nicked in Brighton ‘cause | started a disturbance 
against a bunch of bleedin’ hippies. | got off with a 
suspended. Since then I’ve steered clear of fuzz but I’ve 
been in some terrific aggros.’ 


‘Where are you living?’ Dazzler asked. 


‘I’m sleeping rough ... ° Mark laughed and pointed at his 
crumpled gear. ‘Doesn’t it look like that?’ 


The mob murmured. They’d all slept rough at one time or 
another. Especially when they’d gone to a pop festival or 
been forced to seek refuge outside the law’s long arm after 
a seaside rumble. 


‘You can sleep here until you collect Social Security,’ John 
announced. 


‘| can’t.’ 


Dazzler pounced. ‘Why not, mate? We all do...’ 
‘The fuzz are looking for me!’ came the quiet reply. 
John smiled. ‘That satisfies me.’ 

‘For wot?’ Dazzler continued to query. 

‘Does it matter?’ 


The gang seemed to split down the middle. There were 
those who remembered Dazzler as a voice in what they did 
prior to this Smoothie kick. And some who did not give a 
damn - all they wanted was a firm leader: one who could 
take them on a rampage against their Number One hates - 
Asians. As John had done so successfully. 


Dazzler stepped forward, occupied the barn’s central 
position. He felt his importance right then. And did not yield 
it to any man. 


‘It bleedin’ does, mate,’ he snarled, gesturing with a raised 
finger. ‘Like when did you commit your crime? Like for wot? 
And why did you roam around free?’ 


Les Fuller - alias Mark Young - girded his legal loins and 
prepared to bluff for all hell get-out. These Smoothies were 
small-time when taken against the fullest picture of rising 
British crime. They were strong-arm thugs exercising their 
talents against other football fans and Asiatics whose 
continued presence in Britain only served to make the 
policeman’s lot that much more difficult. Once, on a beat, 
Les had come against the sullenness of immigrants 
protecting their own. He had never forgotten. And, in a way, 
he could ‘feel’ for the problems of the Smoothies, 
Suedeheads, Skinheads when they battled against a rising 
tide. 


‘| killed a Pakki with my motorcycle. | didn’t have a proper 
licence. | ran - and they want me!’ 


‘That’s all?’ Dazzler asked with theatrical sarcasm. 
‘It’s enough!’ 


‘Shit ... ° Dazzler laughed and, still holding his sides, tried to 
get across his cynicism. ‘Jeeze, we all done worse than that 
an’ we ain’t wanted. Come again, mate ... | don’t buy the 
manslaughter charge. It’s only a year in the nick or a 
hundred quid fine.’ 


I’ve goofed! Fuller thought. I’ve got to elaborate or else! 


Seated on a bale of hay, John Saunderson watched Dazzler’s 
performance. The guy should have been a lawyer. One of 
those brow-beating the defence clients into submission. Not 
for one moment did he doubt Mark’s legitimate claim to join 
their gang. He did doubt Dazzler’s right to belong, though. 


Regardless of John’s silent opinion the others were 
impressed by Dazzler’s interrogation. This was what they 
needed. After those disastrous newspaper articles they had 
to be absolutely sure that nobody ever again got to shoot 
off their mouth. 


Mark - Les - risked his all on a ploy. ‘I hit the bastard 
deliberately,’ he said with an emotional out-going that took 
even Dazzler by surprise. ‘He’d screwed my cousin. | wanted 
to kill ‘im!’ 


‘They know this?’ 


‘Yeah - me mate told ’em!’ 


The new slant changed Dazzler’s mind. Now he accepted. 
Experience told him mates had a habit of turning King Rat 
and he came off his bandwagon to join the new guy. 


‘Okay, Mark... ’ He stuck out his hand with a welcoming grin. 


Just as their palms touched Mark/Les felt his first pangs. 
Until that moment he had not been in personal contact with 
the Smoothies. Now he was - a friend, accepted, one of 
them. He wondered if wartime traitors had the same 
crawling sensation round their hearts, the same loathing for 
forthcoming betrayal! 


KKK 


Slinging his hat on top of a file Inspector Blake automatically 
took his pipe from a pocket and began the slow process of 
Stuffing it. This was what cigarette smokers missed. The 
opportunity to let the mind dwell on events as an ordinary- 
place task occupied the hands and silenced those who 
awaited important decisions. 


Nobody hung on his thoughts at that moment. The station 
was running itself on routine lines. Even O’Regan seemed 
disinclined to bring problems with haste. 


And that worried him. 


Years in the Force had taught him to beware of apparent 
lulls between crimes. When one dropped his guard one 
usually got caught on the hop - way off balance. 


‘Sergeant ... ’ He left the door half-open as he returned to 
his desk. 


O'Regan came fast. Smiling, rubbing his hands together like 
some happy Shylock. Or an exuberant Uriah. 


‘What’s the news from young Fuller?’ 


O’Regan dropped his joyful face and reverted to the 
customary stern-featured sergeant making a daily report to 
a superior whose sense of humour had gotten mislaid. 


‘He’s been accepted, sir. Last evening.’ 
‘That’s all?’ 


‘According to Sergeant Benson he didn’t have much time to 
call in. Something about going to a disco, sir.’ 


Blake hid a grin. No doubt the officer would find this 
particular duty relaxing. Perhaps, strenuous. He could recall 
those far-off days when he had been given an under-cover 
assignment to get the goods on a gang of expert 
safecrackers. That had been an experience in many ways 
especially when he’d been invited to an old-style Cockney 
pub crawl and been expected to partake of the fleshy 
pleasures of certain Bermondsey females. There had been 
no way out of the situation and he had entered into the 
novelty with youthful vigour. And more. 


‘Let me know immediately he gets concrete data.’ 


O’Regan nodded, pondering the inspector’s expression, 
‘Have we got a lead on this West character?’ 


‘No, sir! He’s vanished into thin air.’ 
‘Keep every available man on it.’ 
‘Yes, sir.’ The sergeant shuffled. ‘Excuse me...’ 


Blake recognised the signs, asked, ‘Now what?’ resignedlly. 


‘Couldn’t we instruct Fuller to bring about a gang war-fare 
situation?’ 


Blake lit a match and puffed steadily on his pipe. Over the 
flame his piercing eyes studied the sergeant’s confusion. 
Everybody in the station knew his motto - Do not promote 
trouble. 


‘I mean, Sir...’ 


The match darkened, curled into wasted wood and was 
placed in a nearby ashtray. Acrid smoke billowed from the 
old pipe. 


‘Sorry, sir...” O'Regan started to turn away. 


‘Stay where you are!’ Blake sat, face uplifted to the 
heavens. ‘Contrary to rules - yes! | have little or no 
sympathy with these thugs. | want this West but | also want 
an end to teenage violence within my manor. Tell Fuller if he 
can set his... what’s their name?’ 


‘Smoothies, sir!’ 


‘Smoothies,’ Blake said with a shrug. ‘Tell Fuller to get ’em 
at one another’s throats. That way we'll flush out West and 
have a charge against the other hoodlums.’ 


O'Regan beamed. ‘That’s what | hoped, sir.’ 
‘All right - go to it, sergeant’ 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Since his wife walked out on him, Brian Marshall had not 
visited Arlingham with anything like his former frequency. 
Indeed, of late he had positively avoided the place. The last 


thing he wanted was a showdown argument before old 
mates - and he felt certain that Joan would make a big 
scene. 


He’d given up the Blackheath pad once his relationship with 
Vera cooled. Anyway, when Butch the lesbian ‘landlord’ 
heard about Joan’s departure she took a sadistic delight in 
making it impossible for Brian to continue as her tenant. 


‘Screw London,’ Brian growled as he wiped blood from his 
chin. That made three nicks in one morning. He held his 
hand out and watched the razor shake. No damned wonder 
he wasn’t getting a close shave. His hangover was worse 
than he’d believed. 


Washing lather from his face he dried himself and made a 
Cuppa. He’d come down in the world recently. His ambition 
had become a flicking flame of his former burning desire. 
His clothes desperately needed cleaning and pressing. His 
shirts were all dirty. He hadn’t even bothered to eat a 
decent meal in weeks. 


‘It’s the booze,’ he told a mirror. ‘All | do is drink, drink, drink 


Kicking a damaged chair aside he marched unsteadily to the 
door, then paused. 


Arlingham! 


The thought of confronting Joan in company almost scared 
him off - until sneaky thinking replaced the fuzz that had 
covered his brain these past months. He didn’t have to 
appear a fool in front of former allies. He could make the 
rounds of every local until he located Joan. After that, like 
some television private eye, a shadow job. He’d find out 
where she lived now. 


And he’d bash her latest lover into silence and have his talk 


‘That’s it,” he muttered. ‘lIl kip until tonight and then skip 
down to Arlingham ... ’ 


KKK 


He felt drunk. However he tried his vision kept playing 
tricks. There were two of everybody — with half of the birds 
looking just the same as he remembered Joan. More than 
once he’d approached a dolly and got his nose put out of 
joint. 


He didn’t like the barman in the Black Swan. Never had. 
Tonight he loathed the homosexual bastard worse than ever. 
All the bloke did was make suggestive come-backs when he 
mentioned Joan’s name. As if she’d let this bloke lay his 
dirty mitts on her leg. 


‘You queer,’ he hissed. 


Tom stepped back startled. The guy was nuts. The last thing 
he had ever wanted in his bed was another man. Anything 
from nine to sixty-nine providing she possessed the 
necessary equipment of the female sex did him. But not a 
swinging bloke. Not bloody likely! 


‘Joan wouldn’t let a nancy ...’ 
Tom came forward. ‘You’re drunk,’ he accused 


‘Maybe ... ’ Brian squinted. How he wished he could see 
Straight. ‘lIl be fine tomorrow ... how about you, Camp?’ He 
laughed at his wit. 


With great difficulty Tom ignored the oldest joke in captivity 
and fixed the other with a menacing gaze, ‘You’re drunk,’ he 
said again. Added: ‘And get out!’ 


‘You can’t... ’ 
‘’e can, mate,’ a hard voice said in his ear. 


‘You bent, too?’ Brian managed to say before he slowly 
turned. He swallowed, sobered slightly. Even in his 
inebriated condition and making generous allowances for an 
overlap of picture the bloke was huge. Leering evilly down 
at him. 


‘You're bleedin’ lucky you’se drunk,’ hard voice said with 
menace. 


‘Yeah ... yeah!’ Brian backed away from the bar. 


As he staggered from the local, Brian gulped cold air into his 
lungs. He had come perilously near to getting pulped. No 
doubt about it, his mission to find Joan was another disaster. 
Just like his life at present. 


The massive complex created by Lock’s backroom boys 
seemed to envelope and cower Brian. He hated the concrete 
jungleness of the sterile mass and the way it appeared to 
tower over his alcoholic stupor. 


If only people inhabited it, he thought. 


The small night lights burning inside every shop did nothing 
to take away the sensation of aloneness, of being the last 
man alive on Earth. The lights spilling from The Pilgrim did 
not alter the overall effect of horror crawling up and down 
his spine. 


Weaving past The Pilgrim he heard voices. 


One reached his centre of being - and he shuffled forward, 
hesitated outside the doors. 


Joan! 
No, he couldn’t enter. He had to wait. Follow her home. 
Christ, I'm stoned! 


Leaning against a doorway entrance he did all the known 
tricks to bring a measure of sobriety into his body. Touching 
toes, deep breathing exercises, swinging his arms to set up 
swift-flowing blood that could help soak the booze through 
the entire system. 


A cigarette completed his energy drain. Although his head 
had cleared somewhat he was far from being sober. 


But he could see the guy leaving The Pilgrim now. Suddenly, 
he tensed and drew back into the doorway shadows. He 
remembered this bloke - and how! The bleedin’ bastard 
happened to be very strong in his memory. 


What's a fuzz doin’ in that gear? he asked himself, 
continuing to watch as the other crossed the shopping plaza 
and went into a public telephone box. 


There's something wrong here! 


Instinct wanted to propel Brian into the pub. Wanted to 
make him shout a warning to whomever was inside without 
knowledge of police surveillance. 


Yet ... 


Jeeze, it ain't none of my business! he thought. 


Now the fuzz came from the kiosk and re-crossed the plaza. 
At the same moment the door opened and Joan came from 
The Pilgrim with a bloke. 


Brian almost shouted her name. Almost — but not quite. 


When Joan and her escort stopped to friendly chat with the 
fuzz Brian sank deeper into the dark background. 


It’s not me! It’s not the bloody booze! He is a copper! | can’t 
be mistaken! 


At last, the fuzz went back to the boozer and Joan crossed 
the plaza - like a limpet attached to the tall, geared youth. 


Muddled thoughts fought inside Brian’s brain for supremacy. 
He had choice on his side - the choice of staying out of it 
and letting her take whatever shit was flying or the choice of 
forgetting all he had intended doing and making her aware 
of the situation. 


Which? 
‘Joan ... wait! 


Bursting from his safe doorway Brian stumbled across the 
lonely concrete area. Regardless of what she’d done to him 
he couldn’t stand by and let her get nicked. 


‘The fuzz ... that bloke was fuzz!’ 


He was practically in her lap now, sweating. His trembling 
hands reached out to touch her - withdrew quickly ... 


God, her eyes are so bloody hard! 
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Joan iced up inside when she heard Brian’s voice. Seeing 
him charging forward towards her brought back the loathing 
she'd felt when she discovered his perversion. 


The words he spoke meant nothing. Somehow, she had 
known this meeting must come sooner or later - but not 
under these circumstances. 


‘Who the hell?’ John snarled. 
‘My ex-husband,’ Joan said. 
‘I’m still your husband!’ 


John pushed his face into Brian’s. ‘Fuck off, mate - she 
doesn’t have a husband now.’ 


He looks pathetic, Joan thought. His clothes! His face! And 
those damned eyes - God, how they were pleading through 
their red-rimmedness! 


‘Okay,’ Brian said without emotion. ‘I just hope you both are 
keepin’ your noses clean. That creep you were talkin’ to is a 
fuzz!’ 


Joan felt strings snap in her heart. 

‘What creep?’ John asked, all business. 

‘At The Pilgrim. 

‘Mark?’ John relaxed, laughed. 

‘His name is Fuller an’ he’s fuzz,’ Brian said. 


‘Are you sure, Brian?’ Joan spoke with a tone her husband 
remembered. 


‘| should be - he bloody nicked me two weeks ago!’ No 
matter what had befallen their marriage Joan could no more 
detach herself from Brian’s problems than she could retain 
her cool as John Saunderson began to mutter. 


‘We'll kill the bastard ... l'II get the gang!’ 
‘No!’ 


John straightened and pushed his rival aside to confront his 
Sort. ‘What’dya mean “no”?’ 


‘You clod,’ Joan said with an expression of utter contempt for 
her lover’s thinking processes. ‘Don’t you see - he’s named 
us all to the fuzz? If he gets clobbered we'll be blamed ... ’ 


‘And framed,’ Brian mentioned. 
‘Listen, mate - shove off!’ John snarled at Brian. 
‘| want to talk to you, Joan 


Joan glanced at her ex- and smiled distantly. She had so 
much going for her. Dare she offend John by letting Brian 
have his innings? 


‘If you...’ John started to say. 


Waving her hands in a hopeless gesture Joan surrendered to 
monetary gain. Her eyes informed Brian of the decision 
before she spoke. And, too, made a silent apology for her 
decision. ‘Christ, get off my back, John - I’m not leavin’ you! 
Sorry, Brian. | think you’d better go home.’ 


‘| haven't got a home now... ’ 


Wavering for a second Joan wanted to ask why not. Then, 
tossing her head she walked away - out of his life for all 


eternity. The door had closed. Tightly. Never to open again. 


John laughed easily. God, it gave a bloke a real kick 
bettering an ex-husband like this. 


Without permitting his emotions to show, Brian said: ‘Treat 
her right, mate,’ and quickly swung to hide a tear streaking 
one cheek. Later, in his squalid room, he would let the 
gamut of emptiness overflow. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


Inspector Blake seldom managed a weekend without duty 
rearing its ugly head. He appreciated every consideration on 
the part of his reliefs but, for once, he wished to blazes 
somebody had bothered to make a simple telephone call 
and inform him of what had happened. 


The report lay on his desk. 


Reading it, the inspector’s blood-pressure rose at an 
alarming rate. 


‘O'Regan... ’ 


When the sergeant entered Blake had stuffed his pipe and 
composed his features. Habit was hard to break - even if it 
meant a display of inhumanity. 


‘How ... ?’ 
The sergeant shrugged noncommittally. ‘Nothing new, sir.’ 


‘| want the bastards brought in for questioning.’ 


‘We've made a preliminary investigation, sir - Fuller went to 
Folkestone alone!’ 


Blake’s features were a picture of irritability. ‘Damn! We do 
have proof?’ 


‘Yes, sir. The railway police.’ 
The reply brought a frown. ‘How did they get into this?’ 


‘Fuller telephoned them with a warning to expect trouble. 
He suggested they have guard dogs available along the line 
Stations.’ 


‘Did they actually see Fuller?’ Blake asked even more 
agitated. 


‘He spoke to Sergeant Watson ... ’ 
‘Personally?’ 


‘Yes, sir.’ O’Regan splayed his arms and gestured hopelessly. 
‘From what we gather the Smoothies deliberately sent Fuller 
on a wild-goose chase. | suspect they arranged to have him 
worked over as a warning to us...’ 


‘If they did,’ Blake thundered, fist slamming down on his 
desk, ‘l'Il have the little bleeders sent away for a long while. 
Mark my words, sergeant - every manjack stays on round- 
the-clock duty until we hang something on these thugs.’ 


‘Hang something, sir?’ O'Regan didn’t like the sound of that 
threat. 


‘Christ, must | reiterate? Hang - legitimately!’ Blake smugly 
surveyed his desk having given his sergeant a mild 
thrombosis ... 
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William the Conqueror landed near Hastings in a seaborne 
invasion that climaxed in the overthrow of the Saxons and 
Harold’s death. No other dictator or Continental warlord had 
ever succeeded in repeating this feat. 


Hastings had known scares a-plenty, though. Its close 
proximity to the French struggles made defensive walls and 
an alert force absolutely vital. 


Now, the seaward invasion threat no longer existed. But 
Hastings had worse problems than ever before in its long 
history. An uncomfortable feeling permeated its inhabitants 
every Spring. This was the season for all those teenage 
gangs to come roaring into town. A time for aggro, Angels 
versus skinhead conflict, or just plain old-fashioned 
hoodlumism. 


Hastings, like so many coastal towns, constantly faced a 
landward invasion. And, to its credit, its forces had 
discovered how to deal with each and every grim situation. 


At the first sign of a trainload of troublemakers a warning 
sounded and the police went on ‘red’ alert. Thanks to co- 
operation all down the line Hastings had learned to cope 
with its latest bunch of raiders. 


John Saunderson understood only too well the dangers of 
starting a rumble in Hastings. The message - DON’T 
MISBEHAVE - had been clearly displayed at the station. He 
didn’t need placards. Nor a loudspeaker announcement. The 
loitering fuzz had yelled it loud enough with their silence. 


‘We stick together and no bloody nonsense, either,’ he 
declared firmly. 


‘Oh, sure ... ’ Phil sighed, scratched his arse to annoy a 
nearby copper. 


‘| mean it, Phil,” John snapped. ‘The first bloke causes the 
fuzz to ask questions gets it in his neck.’ 


Heading straight for the front, John let the mob fan out 
behind him. Their frustration could be sensed. Only Joan, by 
his side, appeared to tolerate and smile her agreement of 
his leadership tactics. It made her furious that their mates 
had so little faith, so short a memory of events. 


‘If the Brass get nabbed ...’ 
Saunderson grinned, tossed a stone at the placid sea. 
‘One copper ain’t gonna match West’s mob,’ he replied. 


A few people spotted the gang and moved to the relative 
safety of nearby gardens or side-streets. Dark smudges on 
the Strait’s horizon showed the density of shipping there. A 
single ominous cloud scuttled northwards in an otherwise 
grey, bright sky. 


‘That reminds me,’ Joan said. ‘How did you know about 
West?’ 


‘He’s the Brass “captain”, ain’t he?’ 


‘Yeah - but none of us knew until after you’d contacted him.’ 
she accused. 


John laughed, picked up another stone. He spotted a target - 
an empty, unbroken bottle lying on the beach. He aimed, 
threw. Shards scattered on the sands, caught between 
pebbles. 


‘Some shot, eh?’ 


The smoothies and Sorts hung around, dismal faces not 
bothering to break into congratulations. Boredom had them 
by the shorts. 


ʻI asked about West,’ Joan reminded. 
‘| heard 


‘Not good enough, John. Crissakes, come clean. We’re all in 
this!’ 


Taking a penknife from his pocket John turned his attentions 
to his fingernails. With the small blade he scooped dirt from 
them. 


‘Are you gonna answer?’ Joan asked in exasperation. 


‘Yeah.’ The knife flashed as he gestured with it. ‘| conned 
fuzz Fuller into telling me. Ain’t that sick, man?’ He bent 
double laughing. 


They listened, hardly daring to believe his story. A couple 
exchanged glowering glances, wondering, perhaps, if their 
leader had finally flipped his wig. 


‘You're lyin’,’ Joan hissed. 


The laughter died in John’s throat and he waved the knife- 
edge back and forth beneath her chin. The glitter in his eyes 
scared her half to death. 


‘Don’t bleedin’ call me a liar,’ he snarled. 
| don’t honestly know this guy, she thought. 


‘Cut it out, John...’ 


The knife touched her delicate throat, withdrew swiftly and 
was folded. For a fraction of time his face bore the indelible 
stamp of the killer. 


‘What the hell got into you?’ she murmured, hand to neck. 


‘Nothin’,’ he grinned airily. ‘| don’t enjoy being called a liar, 
so remember that, eh?’ 


‘| bloody will,’ she snapped. Recovering her cool she pressed 
the slight advantage his action gave - in her opinion. 
‘Explain about Fuller... ’ 


The mob hung on his every word. They recognised a major 
development had taken place. One placing them in 
association with the detested Brass. 


Dazzler, especially, waited impatiently. This was a critical 
moment. Although it appeared to be a showdown 
confrontation involving Joan and John it did include him. As 
next in line for leadership he felt it wise to sit back and 
await explanations before making his play. 


‘Your old man was right, as we know,’ John told Joan. ‘When | 
questioned Fuller he didn’t admit to being fuzz and | sure as 
hell didn’t give any indication | was wise to him. However, | 
pretended some of us weren’t satisfied with his say-nothin’- 
ask-everythin’ attitudes. | planted a bug we'd really accept 
him if he could make a contact with the Brass for us... ’ 


Dazzler had visited Nero in hospital and smiled broadly at 
this. From what their injured mate had told him he knew the 
rozzers were, themselves, desperately anxious to interview 
Don West. If Fuller had given West’s name and address then 
either he wasn’t a copper or else he was so bleedin’ bent it 
was funny. 


In the middle of his pleasant thought Dazzler heard 
Saunderson Say ... 


‘The stupid bastard tried to suck me. He knew sweet fanny 
adams but he hinted. | took it from there. Like stealin’ 
Asians from Amin it was!’ 


Dazzler asked, ‘You found West easy?’ 


‘Naw!’ John scowled. ‘He’s on the run ... but one of his 
mates promised to be a carrier-pigeon. All | did was provide 
information an’ they guaranteed to have a reception 
committee waiting,’ He chuckled. ‘God, it was so bleedin’ 
simple...’ 


His waiting had been in vain, Dazzler thought. But he 
persevered. ‘Do we owe the Brass a debt?’ 


Saunderson glared, from face to watchful face. ‘We do not! 
I’m against Brass, too. We had a spy - they took care of him 
‘cause bashin’ fuzz is a Brass sport. Okay?’ 


‘| reckon it has to be,’ Dazzler allowed generously. Inwardly, 
he cursed. 


Joan’s feeling in the matter faded to a trickle of interest. She 
was more concerned now with her private alliance. When 
John had held that knife to her chin all plans for a future had 
gone down the drain of sadistic impulse. Her mind worked at 
high speed, scheming ways and means of claiming all the 
bread from their newspaper scoop. With that she could 
shove off and find a man of property to care for her and still 
have independence. 


If | could get the bastard to go uptight and be nicked, she 
thought. That’d solve every problem! 


The fuzz were hanging back, watching their every move. 
They were on probation. And the panda cars stationed in 
side-streets were ready to shoot forward in the event of an 
insurrection. 


All it needed was an excuse! 
Just one provocation! 
Like... 


They’d been walking slowly along the front. Old Town and 
the hill loomed large in her vision. A few fishing boats lay 
partly on their sides, some with nets dangling over their 
hulls. 


Dropping back into the middle of the muttering mob Joan 
said aloud - as if speaking to herself: ‘Christ, wouldn’t it be 
fun to slash those bloody nets!’ 


Phil heard, grinned. 


Dazzler cocked his head, studied Joan. He’d an awful lot of 
respect for her brain-power. She was not a stupid fool, by 
any means. Breaking with a gang leader did not come easy 
for one such as her and he could only assume she was 
ripping the ground from under John’s feet now. If so, he had 
an ally. 


‘Fuck this non-activity,’ he growled. ‘I’m for doin’ somethin’ 
.. ’ He winked to Joan, got a frosty reception but no 
discouragement, as such. ‘ ’ow about the nets, lads?’ 


Shifting stone signalled Phil’s immediate response. 


John couldn’t believe his eyes. He’d been specific. Yet here 
they were charging down the beach brandishing knives with 


intent more than a guess. 
‘Come back, you crazy bastards!’ 
Phil slashed at the first fishing net. 


‘God,’ John moaned and tried to catch sight of the nearest 
panda. 


‘Man, it’s fab,’ Joan yelled, getting next to John. ‘Hey let’s do 
the boats, too!’ 


John’s fingers coiled in her growing hair. ‘Bitch!’ he hollered. 
‘| warned you... ’ 


A clog caught John’s shin. ‘Take your hands off me,’ she 
raged. ‘You’re chicken... ’ 


She tore away, raced down the pebbles. Already, nets 
looked like a string-vest after a slash-up disco aggro - Not 
one would ever again catch its limit. 


‘Stupid bastards,’ John spat viciously. 


Bessie sidled up to him, hand fondling his strong forearm. 
She had this thing about getting into bed with him, wanting 
to sample that old farmboy strength pulverising her to the 
very core. 


‘Lemme alone,’ he snarled. 
‘She’s tryin’ to antagonise you ...’ 


‘Christ, don’t | know it?’ He brushed the Sort aside,- ‘This is 
gonna screw-up all my plans.’ 


‘Screw me then!’ 


When he faced her, Bessie’s mouth pouted teasingly. Her 
whole body vibrated willingly. Imagination gushed into 
urgency. ‘Where?’ 


‘In a boat,’ she whispered fast. 


He grabbed her hand. The passion flooding him suddenly 
assumed an impossible importance. That morning, before 
they left, Joan had toyed with him on the presumption 
they’d have a hectic session that night. She enjoyed 
arousing him, leaving emotions flooding his body during the 
day, capitulating in ferocious surrender once night’s dark 
evil gathered across their particular sky. 


‘You wanna?’ Bessie asked in some astonishment. 
‘| want!’ His voice gave an indication of extreme urgency. 


By now, the mob were battering the hulls with stones and 
Sharp instruments, some even clambering over the fish- 
smelling vessels and destructively vandalising cabins, 
wheelhouses. 


Dragging Bessie onto the largest boat, John kicked one of 
his minions savagely. ‘Don’t come near this one!’ 


Bessie sensed triumph. 


From the beach, Joan grinned. Trust Bessie to make it easy. 
For John, and her, This was all she needed ... 


Dazzler wasn’t slow to grasp the initiative. If a bloke 
persisted in making a fool of himself he had no right to 
command. Leadership meant strength of character, an 
ability to refrain from those things he declared verboten for 
the rest. 


A stone went flying. A window smashed. An angry fisherman 
charged from his small abode, huge hard fists raised. 


‘Get lost,’ Dazzler shouted to Joan. 


She was way ahead of him, running along the beach. Behind 
her, the mob scattered. A panda car burst from hiding, 
screamed to a halt. 


Serves you right, Joan thought. They’ll find you with her 
knickers down! 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


‘Weller will report for duty next month according to Dr 
Samsom,’ O'Regan stated impassively. 


Blake nodded, head bent over a sheaf of official statistics 
showing where his station stood in the national crime chart. 


‘Ford’s getting pensioned off... ’ 


That got through. Blake pushed the figures aside, sat back. 
‘It must be bad... ’ 


‘He’ll never work again - not at anything!’ 
‘How about young Fuller?’ 


O’Regan sighed, splayed his arms. ‘Touch an’ go, sir. He 
caught a packet.’ 


Blake wanted to smile at the old war-time expression. It 
didn’t take a personnel expert to categorise the sergeant. 
RAF-er, naturally. Only a superior’s natural anxiety for a 
subordinate’s wounded-in-action disability kept him from 
showing even momentary amusement. 


‘Hastings have an interesting offering. They apprehended 
several Smoothies on the rampage. ... ’ 


Blake sorted through his papers. ‘Is it here?’ 


‘Somewhere, sir.’ O’Regan wanted to laugh. The inspector 
had a reputation for conglomerating a mass of reports on 
his desk and eventually getting so riled he tossed the whole 
lot at a secretary with instructions to file them in readable 
order. 


‘Ahhh ... ’ Blake scanned the Hastings information. As he 
read his eyes opened wider. Until... 


‘It’s them, sir!’ 


‘Damned right - and this confirms my suspicions. Sergeant, 
let's do the unexpected. Let’s just bring ’em in for 
questioning?’ 


O’Regan knew his opinion was being sought. He had the 
Capability to assume command of the station - he usually 
did in the inspector’s absence. But he refused to be 
designated as the party responsible for making a goof-up. If 
the inspector had a premonition let him carry it through to 
completion. 


‘If you Say so, sir.’ 


Blake smiled grimly. So that was how it was! ‘Bring them in 
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Six blue uniforms formed an outside guard as the bandaged- 
swathed Les Fuller inspected the faces grouped round him in 
a sullen semi-circle. Seated next to the hospital bed, his 


pipe sending up clouds of acrid smoke contrary to 
regulations, Blake grimly smiled his satisfaction at the 
results of O’Regan’s round-up. 


‘Well?’ the inspector asked. 


Fuller grunted from deep in his chest. It hurt. Like a flame 
searing every section of a machine. Much as he loathed 
fingering those whom he had grown to accept as ‘mates’ his 
duty was clear. 


‘They're all members,’ he whispered. 
‘What was that?’ Blake asked in annoyance. 


The same whisper reached him, barely audible to the 
waiting constables. ‘They belong... ’ 


Blake’s irritation showed itself. He had not been told that his 
undercover agent suffered from a damaged larynx. Anything 
above a hoarse whisper was an impossible feat at the 
moment. 


‘Can’t you tell he’s bloody sick ?’ John Saunderson asked. 


Forgetting his cool. Inspector Blake jumped to his feet and 
marched forward. Face flushed, hands forming fists, lips 
trembling as rage consumed him he practically stuck his 
nose against John’s. 


‘When | want ... '’ Blake hesitated, remembered the Force 
memoranda dealing with the interrogation of suspects. Of 
late, there had been many an unsigned communication 
landing on his desk. All from sources outside the 
department. From Whitehall - civil service style directives 
corresponding to the soft touch that a succession of infantile 
Home Secretaries had instituted. 


The fists unclenched. The lips took a firm line. Up-tightness 
vanished as a wide smile spread across the inspector’s face. 


‘You’re a spokesman, eh?’ 


John drew himself up to his full height. ‘Yes,’ he answered 
proudly. 


‘Okay, Mister Leader - you’re my pet target!’ 

John wished he could change his opinionated prominence. 
‘Did you set up Constable Fuller?’ 

‘Am | an idiot?’ John countered wildly. 


‘Yes!’ Blake jabbed a finger into Saunderson’s chest. ‘Yes, 
punk ... you’re idiotic. What the hell kind of alibi did you 
think you could set up with that Hastings show? Christ, a 
babe in arms could have done better.’ 


John bristled. He didn’t stop to think that the cagey 
inspector was deliberately baiting him. Ego came rushing 
forward. Sending logic into the deepest jungles. 


‘Fuck you, mate.’ he shouted. ‘Did you take us for bleedin’ 
mugs? We knew this cunt belonged to your lot. | sent him up 


Blake smiled. 
Fuller slumped back against his support pillows 


John stood there, silent. Wishing to hell he’d taken Joan’s 
advice and called a solicitor. She hadn’t been wrong when 
She declared that the fuzz would try every trick to 
incriminate him. 


What was it she had said: ‘We’ve got the cash to beat ’em ... 


We? 
Christ, he’d signed it all over to her! 
‘I’ve been framed.’ 


Blake walked to Fuller’s bedside as the officers herded their 
prisoners from the private room. ‘I’ve put in for a promotion, 
son,’ he said. 


‘Thanks, sir,’ Fuller whispered. 
‘Once you get ’em,’ Blake remarked jokingly. 


‘They'll blow their minds, sir...’ 
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Joan counted her bread. Enough to leave her a free agent 
regardless of what the fuzz did to John. She felt reasonably 
satisfied. Everything had worked like a clockwork plum - and 
hers was the finger to pull it out of a delicious muddle. 


If only John hadn’t shown his penchant for the knife. For a 
Sadistic streak. 


Brian was out, but good. She could never return to his bed, 
his life. Their last meeting had evaporated all but sympathy. 
She could not logically link herself to a drop-out, a softie 
who could not hold his own head high, Dazzler, Nero - and 
now - John had fallen by the wayside of her demands. 


Money remained the god - the guiding factor. 


But, always, there stuck the glue of gear and cult. These, 
too, contributed a high percentage of that mystical factor 
called ‘inner desire’. 


‘I’m a Sort...’ kept racing through her mind. 
‘Tm a Sort... ’ 


Spreading her latest gear on the bed she compared it with 
her greed. They both shared an equal status. They both had 
advantages, disadvantages. But money - in its greenness - 
commanded the most respect. With bread she could buy 
whatever she wanted, be that square society goods or the 
things she considered representative of her generation. 


Naked except for a scanty pair of knickers, she padded to 
the bathroom. It did not occur to her that by covering 
pertinent erotic regions she was breaking a golden rule of 
the liberationists. In their eyes woman had to bare her all 
her most precious possessions - to encourage equality. 


If ever asked by the feminists Joan would have given a 
straightforward reply: ‘Get stuffed. l'Il cover my arse when | 
want and anything else!’ 


She loved the ‘feel’ of all that lovely lolly filtering through 
her fingers as she packed a bag. It rested so beautifully 
between layers of underwear and those other items she 
considered hers. Radio, clock, dressing table plated set, 
books on the occult in case she ever wanted to emulate the 
‘Magpie’. 


She considered regions of England as she carefully laid a 
layer of clothing over the top spread of money. Satisfied that 
any nosey bastard would skim down the sides after a quick 
glance at the top she closed the case. She had already 


decided on a destination - the West. Bristol, first choice. 
Devon, secondly. 


Ten minutes earlier she’d telephoned for a taxi. When the 
knock on the door reached her she smiled, and picked up 
her case. 


‘Miss Kerr?’ 


She froze. This wasn’t the name she'd given to the taxi 
company. 


‘Mind if we step inside - we do have a warrant... ’ 
‘| could add Mrs Marshall,’ the fuzz said. 


Joan shrugged and set her case against the inside corner of 
the door. ‘Come in,’ she said. 


The third bloke in picked up her case and lugged it to the 
bedroom. 


‘Leave that alone,’ Joan snapped. 


‘Sorry, miss ... ’ The fuzz opened it, began flinging 
everything onto the bed. He was not a considerate searcher. 
He didn’t bother with the customs’ method. All he wanted 
was an unobstructed view of the contents spread across the 
made, but not totally, bed, 


‘Okay...’ 


The fuzz smiled at her. He didn’t have to go much further to 
get the hint. 


‘Nothing here, sir,’ the standing off sergeant said. 


Joan frowned, puzzled by the remark. Her money lay on the 
bed - banded by the familiar Barclay’s sign. 


‘Right, let’s go ...’ The sergeant took his instructions from a 
silent, scowling civilian. 


Closing the door behind them, Joan leant against the cool 
wood and considered her position. She’d been given a frisk 
and found lacking. The money had come up to the surface - 
all of it. And they hadn’t been interested! 


Why? 
It worried her. 
If it wasn’t the bread what were they after? 


Not drugs. Even the bleedin’ fuzz had to know that 
Skinheads and their off-shoots didn’t mix with narcotics. Just 
about everything else but not the habit. 


She was still cogitating when heavy knuckles knocked on 
the door. 


‘I’m a policeman,’ the young guy said, smiled and placed a 
foot inside. 


‘So what? Did your sergeant lose his fly-buttons?’ 


The bloke had a giggle. ‘Christ, don’t you ever give up? Ain’t 
you worried about spending seven years in Holloway?’ 


Her face a sculpture shaped from unemotional clay, Joan 
blocked his path. ‘What’s the charge?’ 


‘You tell me what isn’t... ’ 


She didn’t fall for his guff. Her hand flattened against his 
chest. ‘Stay where you are unless you have a second 
warrant.’ 


‘You do know your law,’ he said in admiration. 


‘You don’t ... ’ She planted both feet firmly in the hallway. 
‘Now - fuck off!’ 


He shrugged. ‘Can’t you even express concern for this visit?’ 


‘Listen, fuzz - your creeps did their best. Don’t think I’m all 
wet for a handsome face. I’m not. So - wank for the 
sergeant, eh?’ She shoved him hard and as he stumbled 
over the sill she slammed the door with a very definite 
bang. 


Back pressed to a wall, Joan breathed heavily. No matter 
how she tried to figure the odds the more confused she 
became. It didn’t make sense. The fuzz had John and a few 
others. They’d searched her pad, seen the loot and not one 
murmur about that. 


‘| don’t get it...’ She heard her words and clamped lips shut 
tight. Talking aloud wouldn’t solve this dodgey problem. 
What she needed was a map showing her fifty miles away ... 
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The cell bore a striking similarity to a cow pen. The 
difference lay in the fact that a cow could settle down on 
anything and contentedly chew its cud. 


I'm no bleedin cow. John Saunderson thought. | can’t sleep 
on this bloody bunk! 


Going to the cell door with its smallish grill openings onto a 
Sliver of corridor he pressed his mouth to the bars and 
hollered: ‘Hey - screw! Come here!’ 


He waited. And waited. For five minutes his anger had a 
chance to reach explosion point. Then ... 


‘What d’ya want?’ a voice said from the right - outside his 
field of vision. 


‘To see somebody an’ get outta here.’ 

‘You'll be lucky!’ 

‘Where the hell are you?’ 

A coarse face with pimples round the thin mouth appeared. 
‘Get me somebody in charge... ’ 


The pig-eyes squinted. ‘I’m the one to decide who’s in 
charge. What d’ya want?’ 


John thought fast. This moron would be fortunate to read a 
clock for roll call. He had to get an intelligent being to speak 
with or else give up immediately. 


‘| want to give information ... ’ 


The face vanished with startling alacrity. Footsteps sounded 
on ringing concrete ... fading, fading ... finally silent. But 
always hurrying. Always seeming urgently disposed to get a 
‘fact-finder’... 
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‘Okay, let’s have the gen,’ Sergeant O’Regan growled. 


‘The what?’ 


‘Gen, son - stuff you put into sentences to make up facts. 
Data. Information. Grassing ... ’ 


John grinned and settled back into his chair. He had a smoke 
now - plus a drink of lemonade. Tea was due soon, too. 


‘| warn you,’ the sergeant said menacingly. ‘You talk to me 
or else...’ 


‘Or else what, mate?’ 


The cigarette whipped across the room as O'Regan 
backhanded John. 


‘Don’t mate me, kid!’ 


John shook his head to clear it. That had hurt. His jaws 
ached. 


‘| don’t want to be rough but | can be,’ the sergeant 
remarked with a certain kind of smile reserved for stubborn 
prisoners. ‘I’d rather we had a nice, quiet chat - sir. You 
know what | mean, don’t you?’ 


John nodded. Once was enough and that cigarette had 
represented something important - like the freedom to 
smoke, or swear, or piss on whomever he chose to piss on. 


O’Regan got the message and produced another cigarette, 
with a match. ‘You give us West and his Brass and we'll work 
a deal with the Hastings’ magistrates.’ 


| always thought the bleedin Bench was crooked, John 
thought. 


Aloud, he said: ‘lIl have the fag first - and a light, eh?’ 


O’Regan had all the patience in the world. He complied with 
Saunderson’s wishes. It didn’t matter what happened to a 
small fry like this. A suspended or a fine would accomplish 
nothing - either way. But if he played his cards right he 
could get the bastards responsible for quite a series of 
felonies. 


‘Satisfied, son?’ 


John sneered, blew a smoke ring round the sergeant’s head. 
‘Yeah, man - great.’ 


‘If you want to finish it you’d better start talking ... ’ 


Nobody else spoke as John puffed in contemplation. For all 
of five more seconds. Then, catching the detached violence 
that brooded behind O’Regan’s gaze he gave in. 


‘Okay ... lII tell you.’ 


CHAPTER TWENTY ONE 


Taking a taxi direct from his hotel to Soho, Don West 
surveyed the passing scene that was London after dark. He 
enjoyed the sense of importance that flooded his arteries. 
Late edition newspapers carried the report of Fuller’s ordeal. 
Of his condition. Of the efforts being made to apprehend the 
‘young savages who had perpetrated such a dastardly 
crime.’ 


In his pockets were the insignia of captaincy - those crossed 
legs in brass. Only one rank rated higher and, as far as he 


knew, that belonged to a Midlander with a command of 
some sixty men. 


God, how he wouldn’t love to wear the naked woman astride 
her supine mate symbol of top rank! 


Shit, he thought. I'll get me a dolly to straddle me tonight. 


It had ‘tasted’ terrific doing that copper. They’d shown him 
how Brass went about dealing with spies. He could 
remember those final moments - a kick to the balls, a duster 
splitting the chin, a pickaxe handle opening a head wound 
that just oozed luverly blood ... 


The other blokes had their ‘kicks’, too. He’d been pleased 
with the youngster’s performance. At fourteen he deserved 
a medal for his bleedin’ ferocity. The busted ribs all came 
from finely-judged boots. 


Soho was so much different from Arlingham! 


He spotted several creeps he had known during his early 
days - hangers-on and the like. He recognised the junkies, 
the pushers and takers. And the pimps - some three years 
his junior and doing a great trade with old birds way past 
their prime. Birds about twenty-eight. The type Northern 
steamers and Midland suckers loved to fuck. 


‘The Mercenaries Club’ had a reputation for hard men and 
willing young birds. He paid off the taxi, paid his entrance 
fee and walked down a dingy hall into a cavern-like interior. 
A weary sixteen year-old removed her G-string and shoved 
the pussy at an equally weary male audience. A seventeen 
much-banged tart tried to entice a banker’s clerk to indulge 
in some under the table feels. An eighteen year-old 
experienced she-cat unzipped a steamer’s trousers and 
dragged his stiff into the open with a feigned gasp. 


‘You paying to peep?’ a big guy asked. 
‘I’m paying to mind my own bloody business - so get lost!’ 
‘One of those, eh?’ 


By the time the big guy’s brain registered the ‘chuck-out’ 
Signal it was too late. 


Don slammed a boot into the guy’s groin, clipped his 
dropping head with unyielding kKnuckledusters and finished 
off the quick battle with a knee into the collapsing bloke’s 
face. 


‘Oh, Lord - you’re marvellous... ’ 
Don grinned. He didn’t fear that voice. 


‘I’m ashamed of the way Billy greets my special clients,’ the 
‘camp’ comic said. ‘Would you like to accept a glass - at my 
expense, naturally?’ 


Don swung and glared at the poor bastard. ‘Mate,’ he 
snarled, ‘I’m not here for the arse. I’m here for the cunt ...’ 


‘Camp’ shrugged and wriggled his rear. ‘Uncouth ... ’ 


‘Yeah,’ Don agreed and picked his bird. ‘That one will cost 
how much?’ he asked. 


Regardless of his penchant the ‘camp’ had an eye to overall 
profit. ‘Ten quid.’ 


‘Five forget-to-know-you’s?’ 


‘Jesus, you'll make me go into the red ...’ ‘Camp’ snickered 
like a mare. ‘And chance would be a fine thing!’ 


‘Okay?’ West asked untouched by the sick humour. 
‘Sure | couldn’t tempt you?’ 

‘Not a bit... ’ 

‘Alright, sport - five but not outside the club.’ 


Don handed over a note. As ‘Camp’ signalled the bird he 
took in the other occupants of the club. Mostly a bunch of 
misunderstood husbands and kinky bastards. All doing their 
thing and spending like Friday and the next pay-packet was 
right around the next Soho corner. The bird stood looking at 
him. 


‘Ain’t you ever seen a man before?’ he asked. 
‘Yeah - wot happened to you, son?’ 


His hand belted her on the cheek, sent her spinning back 
into ‘Camp’. 


‘Naughty, naughty,’ the queer said. 
‘Call the fuzz,’ the girl screamed. 
‘You do that an’ l'Il ruin her,’ West threatened. 


‘He means it, dearie - act like he’s Rockefeller. Treat him to 
the goodies... ’ 


‘Shit on his sort,’ the girl shot. 


Black unreasoning rage filled Donald West’s heart. His brain 
refused to classify the various emotions raging through his 
system. All it knew was the automatic reaction ... 


The girl slammed back as his fist landed smack in the 
middle of her right breast. She squealed. He followed her, 
landing lefts and rights in rapid succession until she sank to 
the floor - blood pumping from split cheek, split nose, split 
lips. 


‘Camp’ darted forward. He couldn’t risk yet another 
confrontation with West End Central. He’d had his final 
warning, made his last pay-off to that bent Vice Squad 
sergeant 


‘Please ...’ he lisped. 


West swung on him, leering as his foot found its high- 
pitching target 
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Constable Evans had once - way back - worked in a mine. 
His fists were coal-crushers, his face the result of grime and 
trying to sing with the local choir. Every line had a 
disbelieving hardness attached to it. 


Boy, I'm sick of this beat, he told his Welsh floating 
conscience. 


When he saw the chucker-out stagger from ‘The 
Mercenaries Club’ he got the urge to investigate. To invest a 
portion of the tax-payers’ money in doing his duty. 


That he was also deriving some satisfaction in the hope that 
a tough guy would give him an argument made no 
difference. This was his duty. If he happened to work-off 
some frustration along the road who could blame him? 
Certainly not his station sergeant - himself an Irisher of the 
blackest black. 


Forgive me, sergeant, he thought as his Baptist being 
rushed into God’s chosen affray. 


‘Come quietly or else... ’ 


Evans prayed his opponent wouldn’t heed his necessary 
warning. 


When the youth turned on him - knuckledusters catching 
the club’s available light - Evans knew his luck was holding. 


‘I warned you...’ 


Evans advanced, shuffling foot after shuffling foot. His eyes 
never left the youth’s. Back in the dim, mine-dark past he 
recalled his old father saying: ‘Their eyes telegraph what 
they'll do next, lad.’ 


‘Don’t be a bloody fool, boy-o,’ Evans said. 
‘Don’t try takin’ me...’ 


Evans sighed and leapt. A cocked arm glanced off the duster 
assault. His other brushed aside the pickaxe handle that 
appeared as if by magic from inside the youth’s trousers. 
His fist slammed hard into that sneering face. His 
policeman’s foot finished the affair - it did great damage to 
an erotic portion of his antagonist’s anatomy. 


‘Stop whimpering, boy-o,’ Evans said as he dragged the 
moaning West to the club’s sucker-trap entrance. ‘You'll find 
our cells offer a more personal service than this place ... ’ 
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‘For what?’ Blake screamed. 


‘Disturbing the peace, sir,’ O'Regan replied. 


‘Get me Scotland Yard on the blower ... ’ 


O’Regan left the office, made arrangements to have the call 
heard by himself on an extension. Meanwhile, he carried out 
his duties and sent a request for one Donald West to be held 
without bail pending enquiries by their station. 


When the call got through to a night-duty inspector at the 
Yard O’Regan was seated in comfort with the extension hard 
against his left ear. 


‘West End Central are holding a man | want to question,’ 
Blake’s voice said. ‘If | get evidence he’ll face rape charges - 
not to mention the attacks on members of my force.’ 


‘Name and address of suspect, please?’ 


Blake almost deafened O’Regan by his shouted heresy. ‘This 
is Inspector Blake of Arlingham speaking. I’m asking a return 
of favours - hold Donald West for me. | can’t get a warrant 
until the morning.’ 


‘Do you have evidence to support your claim to this 
request?’ 


Blake flung his phone down. He was getting nowhere fast. 
He had to have a charge ... Had to! But not manufactured. 
That would be against all he had fought to pre serve. 


Sergeant O’Regan entered his office. ‘The line’s still open, 
Sir...’ 


‘So?’ Blake asked with defeatism. 
‘Shall | explain the situation, sir?’ 


‘Do what you like .’ 


The sergeant smiled and lifted the inspector’s telephone. ‘Is 
that West End Central?’ 


‘It has been for five minutes ...’ 
‘Haggarty - you’re in cahoots with the lawless!’ 
O’Regan beamed. 


Four-letter words floated through the wire. Then, when he 
had exhausted his seemingly inexhaustible supply, 
Haggarty said: ‘Welcome aboard, mate. We'll hold West on 
some pretext.’ 
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Joan wept. 


It had taken a court appearance before John spilled the 
beans. Until then, she - and the rest - had counted chickens 
not yet hatched to yield dividends. 


‘Constable Fuller’s injuries were caused by us - but only 
‘cause we acted on behalf of Smoothies!’ 


That damning sentence stuck in the throats of the jury. And, 
before the actual day set for legal ripping-apart of 
prosecution witnesses, John’s’ barrister asked for an 
adjournment ... 


In the interview room the barrister berated his solicitor 
friend. 


‘This case is hopeless! You know my reputation - but can | 
enhance it with this bloody thug?’ 


The solicitor smirked. ‘You could work miracles, Sir Joseph.’ 


‘Only if I’m supplied with data.’ 
‘Here it is, sir’ 


One look was more than enough for Sir Joseph. He flung the 
brief on the floor. ‘Terribly sorry, old chap - got another 
pressing case. One that guarantees me five hundred 
guineas ... ’ 


‘We’ll throw in four, Sir Joseph!’ 


The barrister cocked his head, tilted the wig to one side as 
he scratched his scalp. 


‘Five, if you insist!’ 


Sir Joseph laughed, bent to gather the papers of his brief. 
‘My dear chap ... ’ He could see a new diamond ring for his 
latest mistress. A blonde. His fever! 


And, funny enough, nobody bothered to acquaint Sir Joseph 
with the true facts of the case in question - the minor one of 
several pending. 


‘M’Lud ... ’ Sir Joseph was in fine fettle today - like always 
when he got the bread handed into his clammy mitt prior to 
a court hearing. 


From the back of the courtroom, Joan said a few unspoken 
words to describe the barrister. A pompous ass was the least 
of these ... 


By the time both sides had their innings Joan wanted to 
vomit. The defence had been tardy - in her estimation. 
John’s two years did not take into account the bent fuzz ... 


Or had he been bent? 


That they would argue over during the winter. And, by then, 
Joan hoped to have her mob eating from the palm of a 
withholding palm. 


I’ve got to be virginal ... 


She grinned at her followers. I’ve got to be circumspect ... 
Nothing worse! 


And the suckers came forward - pulled like a magnet to the 
not offered yet not rejected seat of heaven’s greatest 
pleasures. 


What the hell? Joan thought. I’m not payin’ the bleedin’ 
barrister. I’ve got an excuse there - fifteen months for John. 
A lousy defence. And here | am with all these randy blokes 
wanting to screw me into sharing leadership ... 


Not flamin’ likely! 


I’ve got the bread. | can rule this roost ... 


